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MARRIED OR SINGER? 

CHAPTER XXIX. 

“MR. WYNNE ! ”’ 

A Few days before their departure for 

the sunny south, Miss West, her father, 

and several visitors were sitting in the 

drawing-room, the tall shaded lamps 

were lit, the fragrant five-o’clock cup was 

being dispensed by Madeline; who was 

not, as Lady Rachel remarked, in her usual 

good spirits. Lady Rachel had thrown 

off her furs, she had secured a comfor- 

table seat in a becoming light, and was 

flirting audaciously with a _ congenial 

spirit. Mrs. Leach was of course present, 

VOL. III. B 
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and an elderly colonel, Mrs. Veryphast 

(a smart society matron), her sister, and 

a couple of Guardsmen—quite a gather- 

ing. Mrs. Veryphast was laughing up- 

roariously, Mrs. Leach was solemnly 

comparing notes respecting dressmakers 

with Mrs. Veryphast’s sister. The 

colonel, Mr. West, and Lord’ Tony, 

were discussing the share list. The 

Guardsmen were devoting themselves 

to the fair tea-maker, when the ante- 

room door was flung open with a 

flourish, and a footman announced ‘ Mr. 

Wynne!” 

This name was merely that of an 

ordinary visitor—one of the multitude - 

who flocked to offer incense to his 

daughter, a partner and a slave, in fact, 

in the ears of every one save two—Lord 

Tony’s, and Mrs. Wynne’s. The latter 

felt as if she had been turned to stone. 
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Had Laurence come to make a scene ? 

to claim her? She breathed hard, living 

a whole year of anxiety in a few seconds 

of time. The hand that held the sugar- 

tongs actually became rigid through 

fear. She glanced at her father. He, 

poor innocent individual, was totally 

unconscious of the crisis, and little 

supposed that the good-looking young 

fellow now shaking hands with Madeline 

was actually his son-in-law ! 

“Oh, how do you do?”’ faltered Miss 

West, and raising a swift, appealing, half- 

terrified look to the stranger. ‘Papa, 

let me introduce Mr. Wynne.”’ 

Mr. Wynne bowed, uttered a few 

commonplaces to the invalid, and stood 

talking to him for some time. 

Meanwhile, Mr. West noticed with 

satisfaction the air of refinement and of 

blue blood (which he adored) in the 
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visitor’s appearance and carriage. Wynne 

was a good name. 

No one guessed at the situation, 

except Lord Tony. His breath was taken 

away, he looked, he gaped, he repeated 

the same thing four times over to 

Mrs. Veryphast—who began to think that 

this jovial little nobleman was a fool. 

To see Miss West thus calmly (it looked 

so at a distance) present her husband 

to her father, as he afterwards ex- 

pressed it, ‘‘completely floored him.” 

And the old chap, innocent as an 

infant, and Wynne as cool as a cucum- 

ber, as self-possessed as it was possible 

to be! 

And then suddenly Lady Rachel turned 

round and saw him, and called out in her 

shrill, clear voice, ‘‘ Why, Mr. Wynne, is 

it possible! who would have thought of 

seeing you here? Come over and sit 
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beside me,’’ making room on the Chester- 

field couch, ‘‘and amuse me.” 

“T’m afraid I’m not a very amusing 

person,” he replied, accepting her be- 

ringed fingers, and standing before her. 

‘You can be, if you ike; but perhaps 

you now reserve all your witty sayings for 

your stories. Are you writing anything 

at present?’ (Stereotyped question to 

author.) 

“No, not at present,’’ rather stiffly. 

‘¢T did not know you knew the Wests. 

Maddie, dear,’’ raising her voice, ‘‘ you 

never told me that you and Mr. Wynne 

were acquaintances.” 

Madeline affected not to hear, and 

stooped to pick up the tea-cosy, and 

hide a face which had grown haggard ; 

whilst Mr. West, who had gathered that 

Wynne was a rising man, and that his 

books were getting talked about, invited 
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him to come and sit near him, and tell 

him if there was anything going on— 

anything in the evening papers ? 

‘* You see, I’m still a bit of an invalid,” 

indicating a walking-stick; ‘‘shaky on 

my pins, and not allowed to go to my 

club. T’ve had a very sharp attack, and 

I’m only waiting till the weather is a 

little milder to start for the south of 

France.’”” He had taken quite a fancy 

to this Wynne (and he did not often fall 

in love at first sight). 

Madeline looked on as she handed her 

husband a cup of tea, by her parent’s 

orders, and was spellbound with amaze- 

ment and trepidation to see Laurence 

and her father, seated side by side, 

amiably talking politics, both being, as 

it providentially happened, of the same 

party. This was to her almost as 

startling a spectacle as if an actual 
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miracle had been performed in the draw- 

ing-room before her eyes. 

That her attention strayed in one 

particular direction did not escape Mrs. 

Leach’s observation. Could this be—— 

But no, he was far too presentable, he was 

evidently one of the Wynnes of Rivals 

Wynne; she herself saw the strong family 

likeness. He was absolutely at his ease, 

he scarcely noticed Miss West, though 

she glanced repeatedly at him, was look- 

ing pale and agitated, talked extreme 

nonsense, and filled cups at random. 

No, no; this man was not the 

mysterious friend. No such luck for 

Madeline; and, if he had been, he never 

could have had the nerve to walk boldly 

and alone into the very lion’sden. But he 

probably knew the real Simon Pure, and 

was a go-between and messenger. Yes, 

that was it. Having thus disposed of her 
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question to her entire satisfaction, and 

carefully studied Mr. Wynne, from the 

parting of his hair to the buttons of 

his boots, she turned and exercised her 

fascinations on the colonel, who was one 

of her sworn admirers. 

Lady Rachel, who had wearied of her 

companion, threw him off with an airy 

grace—which is one of the finest pro- 

ducts of civilization—and, on pretence of 

having a little talk with Mr. West, 

cleverly managed to monopolize Mr. 

West’s companion, chatting away most 

volubly—though now and then Mr. 

West, who was well on the road to 

recovery, insisted on having fzs say; and, 

as he discoursed, Laurence had leisure to 

take in the magnificence of his surround- 

ings. The lofty rooms, silken hangings, 

velvet pile carpets, priceless old china, 

and wealth of exotic flowers. Hiverything 
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seemed to cry out in chorus, ‘‘ Money! 

money! money! Money everywhere.” 

Madeline, in a velvet gown, sitting in 

the midst of it, mistress of all she 

surveyed, with a young baronet on one 

side and a duke’s heir on the other 

absolutely hanging on her words. Her 

beauty, in its setting of brilliant dress, 

soft light, and a thousand feminine 

surroundings, failed to impress him. It 

was for this—looking about, and taking 

in footmen, pictures, gildings, silver tea 

equipage, the heavy scented flowers, soft 

shaded lamps, the sparkle of diamonds, 

the titled, appreciative friends in one 

searching glance—that she had deserted 

—yes, that was the proper word—deserted 

him and Harry. Even as he watched 

her, she was nursing a Chinese lap dog 

(a hideous beast in his opinion), and 

calling the attention of her companions 
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to her darling Chow-chow’s charms. 

‘Took at his lovely curled tail!’’ he 

heard her exclaim, ‘‘and his beautiful 

little black tongue!’”” And, meanwhile, 

the farmer’s wife was nursing her child, 

who did not recognize his mother when 

he saw her. 
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Mr. West and his new acquaintance had 

apparently an inexhaustible capital of 

conversation, and still kept up the ball, 

as other people departed one after the 

other. Madeline knew that Laurence 

was resolved to sit them all out, for, as 

he laid his cup and saucer beside her, he 

said, in a whisper only audible to her, 

“Tm going to wait, I must have a word 

with you alone.” 

After a time, when he was positively 

the last visitor, and the clock was point- 

ing to half past six, he too rose and took 
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leave of Mr. West—who expressed a 

cordial hope that they would see him 

whenever they came back to town—and 

of Madeline, who instead of ringing the 

bell, crossed the room with the visitor, 

airily remarking to her father, ‘‘ I’m just 

going to show Mr. Wynne that last little 

picture you bought at Christy’s—he is so 

fond of paintings. IT be back imme- 

diately ’’—effecting her escape at the 

same moment by opening another door, 

through which she waved her husband, 

saying hurriedly, ‘‘ In here, in here, the 

picture is there. Come along and stand 

before it; and now what is it?”’ 

The room was dimly lit, and there was 

not much light upon the painting, but 

that was of no consequence to Laurence 

Wynne. He, however, took his stand 

before it, glanced at it, and then, turning 

to his companion, said gravely, ‘‘ All 
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right. I’ve come to answer your letter 

in person.” 

‘‘Taurence! I never knew of such 

madness! Talk of my going to your 

chambers—it was nothing; but for you 

to venture here * and her eyes and 

gesture became tragic. ‘‘ Positively, 

when I saw you walk in, I felt on the 

point of fainting.” 

“Tam glad, however, that you did not 

set beyond that point. I was surprised 

to see your father so well; after your 

account of him——”’ 

‘Oh, that was written more than a 

fortnight ago; he is much better—but 

weather bound—on account of the snow 

in the south. 

‘‘ Well, yes; and your letter was over- 

looked, and not forwarded. I’ve been 

away on circuit.” 

‘TI believe you don’t care whether I 
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never write to you or not; nor to hear 

what I’m doing?” 

“Oh, but, you know, I am always well 

posted in the society papers.” 

‘** Society papers !”’ 

“Yes; Isee thematmyclub. Besides, 

I can actually rise to a couple of six- 

pences a week—and I read how the lovely 

Miss West was at a ball, looking very 

smart in straw colour; or had been 

observed at church parade wearing her 

new sables; or shopping in Bond Street, 

looking very bright and happy ; or—at— 

the theatre glorified in diamonds and gold 

embroideries. However, I have at last 

made your father’s acquaintance ; he does 

not seem to be such a terrible ogre! You 

may have noticed how pleasant he was to 

me; we got on like a house on fire. I 

do not think that your disclosure will have 

the awful consequence you anticipate, 
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and I am perfectly confident that it will 

be attended with no ill effects as regards 

his health. I am sure you have taken a 

wrong estimate of his character. He 

may fly into a passion just at first—I 

fancy you may expect that—but he will 

calm down, and we shall all be very good 

friends; and I am certain he will be 

delighted with Harry.” 

‘“T am not at all so sanguine as to 

that,” returned his wife dubiously ; ‘‘ and 

you have not yet told me, Laurence 

—and we have no time to lose—what 

has brought you here?” 

‘“‘T came, as I have said before, to 

answer your letter in person. I am glad 

I have done so, I have seen things with 

my own eyes, and I can realize your 

position more clearly than hitherto. I 

see you surrounded with luxury. A 

duchess could have no more. I see your 
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father, by no means the frail invalid that 

I was led to expect ; I see your friends— 

your— pausing expressively—admirers ! 

I’ve had, in short, a glimpse into your 

life, and realized the powerful cords—you 

call them claims—that bind you here, 

and have drawn you away from me.”’ He 

paused again for a moment, making a 

quick gesture with his hand to show that 

Madeline must hear him out. ‘‘ And now 

I have come to tell you my last word. 

You will—or, if you wish, J will—tell your 

father the truth now—within the hour. 

Tt will then depend upon circumstances, 

whether you leave England or not. If 

your father wishes to have you and Harry 

with him, I shall say nothing against it.’’ 

Madeline listened to this long and 

authoritative speech with some dismay. 

This plan would not suit her at all. 

What would all her gay society friends 
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say—and most of them were coming to 

the Riviera—if, instead of the brilliant 

Miss West, they found Mrs. Wynne—a 

prodigal daughter who had married with- 

out leave, and who was hampered with a 

teething baby? And Laurence was really 

becoming quite too overbearing! She 

would not give in—if she succumbed now, 

it was for always. What a fuss he was 

making, simply because she was going 

abroad for three months with her father. 

‘Surely you can wait until we come 

back. You see, papa is not in a state 

now for any sudden excitement. I will 

tell him if you wish in a month, when he 
? has completely recovered—— ’ 

’] “I will wait no longer,” interrupted 

her husband. “I have already waited 

on your good pleasure for close upon a 

year ; put off time after time, with excuse 

after excuse, until such a period as you 

VOL, II. C 
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could manage to screw your courage to 

the sticking-point. I now apprehend 

that that period will be of the same epoch 

as the Greek Kalends! Frankly, Made- 

line, I am not going to stand any more 

nonsense. Jam your husband; I can 

support you—certainly only in a very 

modest fashion compared to this,” looking 

round. ‘‘ You will have no carriage, no 

maid, no fine clothes—at least not yet, 

they may come by-and-by. Your father 

is quite fit to travel alone; he ate a re- 

markably good tea, and told me that he had 

played two games of billiards this after- 

noon; were he really feeble, it would be 

a different affair. It is shameful—yes, 

that is the only word that will fit the 

subject—that I should have to remind 

you of your child! He should be your 

first care. Now, he 7s delicate, if you like ; 

—he wants his mother, poor little chap ! 



Married or Single? 19 

You will stay at home and look after him. 

It may not be your pleasure, but it is 

unquestionably your duty. You can go 

to Mrs. Holt’s and remain there and be 

welcome as long as youlike. You were 

very happy there once, Maddie,” he 

added rather wistfully. No answer; she 

merely raised her eyes, and surveyed him 

fixedly. ‘I will look about for a small 

furnished flat; a little villa at Norwood, 

or wherever you like. Lodgings, after 

this, would be too terrible a change—I 

must admit.” 

‘So would the villa, or even the 

small flat,’ she said to herself. In 

one glance she beheld her future: two 

servants, perhaps; two sitting-rooms, 

perhaps; a strip of back garden with 

stockings on a line; Laurence absent 

from morning till night; nothing to do 

all day long, but attend to her frugal 
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housekeeping; no smart frocks; no 

smart friends; no excitement, amuse- 

ments, or society. 

She glanced at Laurence. Yes, his 

linen was frayed, there was a hole in one 

of his gloves, and in her heart there 

flared up a passionate hatred of genteel 

poverty; it was not life, it was a mere 

dragged-out existence, from Sunday to 

Sunday—from a sirloin of beef to a fore- 

quarter of mutton. Ugh! And, on the 

other hand, the trip on the Princesse de 

Lynxky’s yacht, the already made up 

party for the carnival, the dresses that 

she had ordered for both; the costumes 

that were to dazzle Nice; the sketch for 

her carriage at the battle of flowers. At 

last she said— 

“The child is_ perfectly well, 

Laurence. I saw him a week ago, and 

he was then the picture of health. He 
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is too young to trouble any one yet, 

and Mrs. Holt is an excellent person. 

Pray how many children are sent out to 

nurse, and their parents never see them 

for two or three years? It is always done 

in France, where they manage things so 

much better than we do. When Harry 

is older, it will be quite different; at 

present it is all the same to a baby where 

he is, as long as he is well cared for. 

You have suddenly become most arbitrary 

and tyrannical; and as to my leaving you 

for a few months, what is it after all? 

Look how wives leave their husbands 

in India, and come home for years!” 

resolved that all the hard hitting should 

not be on his side. ‘‘ You are not like 

what you used to be, and you are very 

cruel to call my conduct shameful—and 

very rude, too. You are not going the 

right way to work, if you want to recall 
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me home—to your home. I may be led, 

but I won’t be driven. I shall take my 

own way about papa, and tell him at my 

own time; and, what is more, I shall 

certainly accompany him to the Riviera, 

and when I return I hope,” speaking 

breathlessly, and in little short gasps, ‘I 

hope that I shall find you in a more 

agreeable frame of mind.” 

There was an appreciable pause, and 

then he said, in a tone of angry astonish- 

ment, ‘‘ Are you in earnest, Madeline ?”’ 

‘In earnest? Of course Iam!” 

She looked at him; he had grown 

visibly paler, and there was a strange 

expression in his eyes that she did not 

remember to have ever seen before. 

Then, speaking in a low repressed voice— 

‘In that case I must ask you now to 

make your choice, once for all, between 

your two characters. You must for the 
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future always be known as Miss West, or 

Mrs. Wynne. We will not have this 

double-dealing any longer. Now, which 

will you be, married or single ?”’ keeping 

his eyes steadily fixed on her with a look 

of quiet determination. ‘If you wish, 

we can bury the past.” 

No reply. Madeline’s mind was a 

battle-field of doubt, fear, amazement, 

anger, and self-will. 

‘Speak, Madeline!” he reiterated 

impatiently. ‘‘ Married or single ?”’ 

“Tf it were not for the child,” she 

burst out passionately ; ‘‘if my life is to 

be made a burthen to me like this; if you 

are always to be reproaching and scolding 

me——”’ 

‘““T see,” he interrupted quickly, ‘‘ you 

would rather be Miss West. The child, I 

know, is a flimsy excuse, and of no im- 

portance ; but please to give me a direct 
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answer. I must have it from your own 

lips.” 

At this critical juncture the door was 

opened, and Mr. West, somewhat irascible 

from having been left so long alone (Mrs. 

Leach was dressing for dinner) came in, 

saying, ‘‘ Well —well—well— Madeline, 

what is the meaning of this? the room 

is half in darkness. What the deuce has 

kept you—has that fellow——? Oh, 

I beg your pardon, Mr. Wynne, I did 

not know you were still here. Can’t 

have seen much of the pictures, unless 

you and Madeline have eyes like cats.” 

(No, they had only been fighting like 

cats.) 

‘‘Answer me, Madeline,’ whispered 

Laurence in a hurried undertone, holding 

her hand like a vice. This action was 

not seen by Mr. West, who had his back 

to them, and was occupied with the 
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poker. ‘‘Married or single? Now is 

the time—I shall tell him.” 

“ Single!” replied Madeline, hastily 

wrenching her hand away, spurred by 

immediate fears, and regardless of all but 

the present moment. 

** So be it,’’ was the low rejoinder. 

And Mr. West, as he vigorously poked 

the fire, and furiously pressed the bell, 

had no more idea than poker or button 

of the important tie that had just been 

severed. 

Mr. Wynne, looking rather white and 

stern, came-over, and again took his 

leave and, without any farewell to Made- 

line, who was still standing in the back- 

ground in the dusk, he opened the door 

and departed. 

‘‘What have you been doing in here 

all this time ?”’ asked Mr. West queru- 

lously. ‘‘ What the deuce have you been 



26 Married or Single? 

about ? Looked to me as if you and that 

fellow had been having a row. Never 

saw him before. Nice gentlemanly chap. 

None of your ‘ Yaw-haw’ sort of people, 

with no more brains than a pin, and as 

much conceit as a flock of peacocks. 

No, this man has sense. I—— By the 

way, Maddie, you look rather put out, 

too, eh? He has not been proposing for 

you, has he? Come now, tell your old 

daddy,’’ facetiously. ‘‘Make a clean 

breast of it.” 

‘“No, papa,’ she answered, in a rather 

shaky tone, ‘‘he has not; that is just 

the last thing he would do. You won’t 

see him again, that’s one comfort!” she 

added, with a final blaze of temper. 

‘*Comfort, comfort ? Not a bit of it. 

I'd like to see more of him; and when 

we come back, remind me to ask him 

to dinner—he belongs to the Foolscap 
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Club—don’t forget. What’s his name— 

Wills—Witts ?”’ 

“Wynne.” 

‘Yes, yes, to be sure! A barrister. 

Humph! one of the Wynnes of Rivals 

Wynne—good old family. Looks a clever 

chap,too. Bound to win, eh? Not bad, 

eh?” chuckling. ‘But what were you 

talking about. You’ve not told me that 

yet?” 

‘We were quarrelling, papa, that’s all. 

Our first and last quarrel,’’ attempting to 

laugh it off, with a laugh that was almost 

hysterical. ‘‘ There’s the first gong!’ 

“So it is; and I’m quite peckish. 

Look sharp and dress!”’ setting an ex- 

ample on the spot by hurrying out of 

the room, stick in hand, which stick went 

tapping all the way down the corridor, 

till the sound was lost in the distance. 

Still, Madeline did not stir. She took 
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a step and looked at the picture. Strange 

omen! It represented a farewell—a man 

and a girl. The man was a soldier, one 

of Bonaparte’s heroes, and his face was 

turned away—the girl was weeping. 

Then she walked over to the fire, and 

stood looking into it with her hands 

tightly clasped, her heart beating rather 

quickly—the after-effects of her late ex- 

citing interview. Her mind was tossed 

about among conflicting emotions—indig- 

nation with Laurence, relief, regret, all 

stirring like a swarm of bees suddenly 

disturbed. ‘‘ What had possessed her to 

marry Laurence Wynne?’ she asked 

herself, now looking back on their mar- 

riage from the lofty eminence of a spoiled, 

adulated, and wealthy beauty. A certain 

bitter grudge against him and their days 

of poverty, and the hateful existence into 

which he would drag her back, animated 
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her feelings as she stood before the fire 

alone. 

Such an overbearing, obstinate sort of 

partner would never suit her now. He 

deserved to be taken at his word—though 

of course he never meant it. The idea 

of any sane man relinquishing such a 

wife never dawned upon her. Yes—her 

heart was hot within her—he might go. 

As to the child, that was another matter ; 

he was still, of course, her own pretty 

darling. 

They had never, she and Laurence, 

had a rift upon the tuneful lute; and 

now a little plain speaking and a few 

angry words had parted them for life, as 

he had said. So be it. 

‘‘So be it,’ she echoed aloud, and 

pulling a chain from the inside of her 

dress, she unfastened it, slipped off her 

wedding ring, and dropped it into the 
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fire, which her father had poked up to 

some purpose—little dreaming for what 

an occasion it would serve. 

Then Madeline went at last, and 

scrambled into her tea-gown with haste, 

and was just down, luckily for herself, 

in the nick of time. 

After dinner, she was quite feverishly 

gay. She meant to thoroughly enjoy 

herself, without any arridres pensées. Her 

sword of Damocles had been removed. 

She went to the piano, and sang song 

after song with a feeling that she must 

do something to keep up her somewhat 

limp self-esteem and her rapidly falling 

spirits. 



CHAPTER XXXI. 

A FALSE ALARM. 

Mr. West had enjoyed his dinner; his 

appetite was excellent—on a par with his 

daughter’s spirits. He asked no more 

troublesome questions, and departed to 

bed at an early hour. Mrs. Leach, too, 

had retired (pleading fatigue), to enjoy 

a French novel and cocaine, leaving 

Madeline to sing and make merry alone! 

After a while she went over and sat on 

the fender-stool, and had a long con- 

versation with herself, and tried to per- 

suade her conscience that she had done 

right. She offered it a sop in assuring 

* 
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herself that the next morning she would 

go down to the Holt farm and see 

Harry, and have a comfortable talk with 

his nurse. Her father would not be out 

of bed till twelve o’clock. Mrs. Leach, 

too, rarely appeared before lunch. The 

coast would be clear. She carried out 

this resolution to the letter, starting 

from Waterloo by an early train, arriy- 

ing a little after ten at the farm in the 

station fly, greatly to Mrs. Holt’s amaze- 

ment. 

She asked many questions, and was 

warmly assured that ‘‘ though little Harry 

was not to say a big, strong boy, like ~ 

Tom the ploughman’s child, of the same 

age, yet that nothing ailed him but his 

teeth, and that his eye teeth were 

through, and that she (his mother) need 

not give herself no uneasiness. Mr. 

Wynne was full of fancies. He was 

* 
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down twice last week, and had been 

alarming her for nothing.”’ 

“Mr. Wynne—Mr. Wynne,”’ said Made- 

line, becoming agitated and feeling a 

certain tightness in her throat; but know- 

ing that the fact she was about to dis- 

close must come out sooner or later, and 

that the first blow was half the battle ; 

“Mr. Wynne and I have had a serious 

disagreement. We have agreed to differ 

—and to part,” looking steadily out of 

the window, whilst her face took a 

delicate shade of red. 

“Laws! gracious mercy!” ejacu- 

lated her listener, nearly dropping Master 

Wynne. “You don’t say so! Goodness 

gracious! you don’t mean it, ma’am; 

you are joking.”’ 

‘““No, indeed’’—very decidedly—‘ I 

am not, Mrs. Holt; and you need not 

call me ma’am any more, for though I 

VOL. III. Wo) a D 



34 Married or Single? 

am married, Iam going back to be Miss 

West—always. Please never call me 

Mrs. Wynne again.”’ 

‘But you can’t do that,” exclaimed 

Mrs. Holt, in aloud tone of expostulation ; 

‘“‘you are married right and tight as 

I am, unless,” lowering her voice, ‘‘it’s 

a divorce you are after getting ?”’ 

‘Divorce? No. Nothing of the kind ; 

but Mr. Wynne and I have agreed to 

be—be strangers, and to forget that we 

have ever been married; and as I am 

only known to most people as Miss West, 

it will be quite easy.’’ 

‘‘ Tt’s nothing of the sort, ma’am,”’ cried ~ 

the other, energetically, ‘‘and you are 

mad to think of it. Why, I might just 

as well go and call myself Kate Fisher 

once more, and give out I was never 

wed to Holt! That would be a fine 

how-do-you-do! And where  there’s 
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ehildren it’s worse and more wicked, and 

more ridiculous to think of still. What’s 

to be said and done about this boy ? 

Who is his mother? You can’t say Miss 

West, now can you? Believe me,” 

seeing her visitor’s face of crimson as- 

tonishment, “it won’t do. It’s just 

one of those common squabbles among 

married folks that blow over. Why, 

Holt and I has ’ad many a tiff, and we 

are none the worse. Youand Mr. Wynne 

just make it up. You are both young, 

and maybe he is determined, and likes to 

have his own way, as most men do; but— 

excuse me, ma’am, as an humble friend 

and a much older woman than yourself, 

if I make too bold—you are a bit trying. 

You see it’s not usual for a young fellow 

to have his wife leave him, and go 

galavanting about as a single lady; and 

then Mr. Wynne is greatly set upon 
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the child. A man, of course, expects 

that his wife will look after his children 

herself. Fixcuse me again if I make too 

free, but I don’t like to see a young girl 

going astray, whoever she be, without 

just giving her a word,” wiping her face 

with a red-spotted handkerchief. (The 

family was largely supplied with this 

favourite pattern.) 

Madeline sat in silence, feeling very 

uncomfortable and wretched; but all the 

same, obstinately bent on her own way. 

‘Mrs. Holt, you forget there are two 

sides to a question,’ she said at last. 

‘T know you mean very kindly; but I . 

have to consider my father. He has no 

one but me. He is an invalid, and I am 

his only child, and must study his wishes.”’ 

“Maybe if he wasn’t so rich, you 

wouldn’t think of him so much,” put in 

Mrs. Holt, bluntly. 
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‘Yes, I would,’ retorted Madeline, 

stung by the sneer; ‘‘ but I see you are 

prejudiced, Mrs. Holt. You forget what 

the Bible says about honouring your 

father and mother.”’ 

‘‘No, no, I don’t; but the Bible says 

a deal about husbands and wives too. I 

don’t forget that. Stick to your husband ; 

it’s the law o’ the land and the law o’ 

the Bible,’’ said Mrs. Holt in her most 

unyielding voice. 

She said a great deal more, but she 

failed to persuade her visitor or to bend 

her pride, and she soon perceived that 

it was of no avail. Money and grandeur, 

she told herself, had turned her poor 

head. Some day she would be sorry for 

what she was doing now; and, anyway, 

it was an ill and thankless task for a 

third person to meddle between a married 

couple. She had always known that he 
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was the better of the two; and maybe 

Holt would allow she was right now / 

Here was a young lady, turning her back 

on husband and child, taking her maiden 

name again, and going off to foreign 

countries. Pretty doings! pretty doings! 

At eleven o’clock the fly-man notified 

that time was up, and the lady must go 

if she wanted to catch her train. She 

kissed little Harry over and over again, 

and wept one or two tears as she said— 

‘How I wish I could take him with 

me, even if I could smuggle him as my 

maid’s little boy!” 

‘‘Sakes and stars! Mrs. Wynne,” ex- 

claimed Mrs. Holt, angrily. ‘‘ Whatever 

are you thinking of? I wish his father 

heard you pass him off as a servant’s 

child. Well, upon my word! I never——”’ 

At this crisis words ran short and utter- 

ance completely failed her. 
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~ “Mind you write to me often, Mrs. 

Holt—even one line. I have left you a 

packet of addressed and stamped enve- 

lopes. Please write at least once a 

week,’’ and, with a hurried good-bye she 

stepped into the fly, pulled down her 

veil, and was driven off, leaving Mrs. 

Holt and her son upon the steps, the 

former exclaiming — 

‘Well, if she don’t beat all!’’ whilst 

Master Wynne dragged violently at her 

apron, and, pointing to the rapidly dis- 

appearing carriage, shouted gleefully— 

‘“Gee-gee! Gee-gee!”’ 

% *% * * * 

‘Tt is all right, my dear,’’ whispered 

Mrs. Leach, receiving her with a sig- 

nificant nod. ‘‘I told your father you 

had gone to lunch with the Countess of 

Cabinteely, and he was perfectly satisfied.” 
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In another week Madeline was very 

pleasantly settled in a charming villa at 

Nice looking out over the blue tideless 

sea and the Promenade des Anglais. She 

had a landau and pair, a pony carriage, 

and an ‘‘at home” day, for not a few of 

their London acquaintances, early as it 

‘was, had come south. | 

Her father rapidly regained his usual 

health and amiability, and lavished pre- 

sents upon her. The horizon before her 

was literally and metaphorically bright. 

She was surrounded by quite a brillant 

pageantry of flatterers and followers, and 

could not help feeling a pardonable pride 

in the sensation she created and in her 

remarkable social triumphs—in finding 

bouquets left daily at her door, in seeing 

her name in enthusiastic little para- 

graphs in the local papers, in hearing 

that the fact of her expected presence 
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brought numbers to an assembly or 

entertainment in order to see the lovely 

Miss West, to know that she had not 

an ambition in the world unfulfilled. 

Was not this all-sufficient to prove 

that her millennium of happiness had 

commenced? She was the beauty of 

the season, though she was in this par- 

picular the victim of an unsought re- 

putation; she had never aspired to the 

honour, and the character had been 

forced upon her. All the same, she did 

not dislike the position of social queen; 

and as to Mr. West, he gloried in the 

fact, and basked in the light of her re- 

flected splendour. He was even content 

to be known as ‘‘ Miss West’s father.” 

As some men pride themselves on their 

family, their estates, race-horses, pic- 

tures, collection of old china, or silver, 

he prided himself upon his daughter, and 
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was convinced that he got more enjoyment 

out of his hobby than most people. She 

was always en evidence, and he could 

see the curious, envious, and admiring 

eyes, as he drove with her about Nice, 

walked with her on the British Quarter- 

deck at Monte Carlo, or escorted her to 

concerts, receptions, balls, or garden 

parties. Foreign dukes and princes were 

supremely affable to him—all on account 

of the beaux yeux of his charming and 

celebrated Madeline. 

Worth and Doucet had carte blanche, 

for Madeline’s costumes must be worthy 

of her, and Madeline was not averse to 

the idea. A new hat, which became the 

rage, was named after her. Such is 

fame! A new yacht had been honoured 

by the same distinction. Youth, beauty, — 

wealth, celebrity—even Fortune seemed 

to go out of her way to crowd favours upon 
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this lucky young lady; but, alas! we all 

know that fortune is a fickle jade, who 

smiles at one moment, and who scowls 

the next. Thus, as a kind of social 

divinity in a gay, earthly Paradise, winter 

glided on with Madeline. Spring had 

appeared with a radiant face and a train 

of flowers; the turf under the olives was 

covered with anemones, the valleys were 

starred with primroses; jonquils, tea- 

roses, and narcissus filled the air with 

fragrance. Sea and sky reflected one 

another—sunbeams glanced from the 

waves, the water seemed to laugh, and 

the whole face of Nature was one good- 

natured smile. 

The Riviera was full, the carnival about 

to commence. Madeline was in a state 

of feverish gaiety and exhilaration. She 

could not now exist without excitement ; 

she must always be doing something or 
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going somewhere, and required a rapid 

succession of amusements, from a “ pro- 

menade aux ines” up the valleys, to riding 

a bicycle; from a tea picnic to playing 

trente et quarante. All her regrets, and 

all her little twinges of remorse (and she 

had experienced some) had succumbed to 

the anodyne of a season on the Riviera— 

and sucha season! But on the very first 

day of the carnival her spirits received a 

rude shock in the form of an ill-spelt 

scrawl from Mrs. Holt, which ran as 

follows :— 

‘¢ Honourep Mapam, 

“IT think it rite to let you 

no, as little Harry has been verry poorly 

the last two days ; in case he is not better 

I think you ought to know, and mite 

wish to come home. It’s his back teath. 

The Docter looked very cerrius last 
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evening, and spoke of konvulshions, but 

I don’t wish to frighten you. 

“JT am your humble servant, 

¢ Kater Hourt.’’ 

This was a heavy blow. The rush of 

maternal impulse swept everything else 

out of her mind. Madeline thrust aside 

her diamonds, ball dress, masks, bou- 

quets, and hurried off on foot to the tele- 

sraph office, and despatched a message— 

‘Tf he is not better I start to-night; 

reply paid.’”’ And then she returned to 

the Villa Coralie, ‘quivering and trem- 

bling with impatience. 

In case of the worst, she told Josephine 

to pack a few things, as she might be 

going to England that night by the 

Rapide. 

Josephine’s jaw dropped; she was en- 

joying herself enormously. One of the 
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waiters at the Cercle was her cousin. 

The carnival was just commencing ; this 

was terrible—must she be torn away too! 

Her face expressed her feelings most 

accurately, and her mistress hastened to 

reassure her. 

‘“T shall not require you, Josephine; 

I only go to see a sick friend. If I hear 

no good news, I start this evening; if 

the tidings are better, I remain—but I 

am almost sure to go.”’ 

‘Ht monsieur?’”’ elevating hands and 

eyebrows. 

Yes, how was she to announce her 

departure to her father? She made 

the plunge at once. Her fears and her 

anxieties were not on his account now. 

She was desperate, and ready to brave © 

anything or anybody. 

She ran down into his cool sanctum, 

with its wide-open windows overlooking 
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the bay, its gaudy, striped awnings, and 

verandah full of flowers, and finding her 

parent smoking a cigarette and absorbed 

in the Financial News, began at once. 

‘Papa, ve had bad news from Hng- 

land. A—one who is very dear to me is 

ill, and if I don’t hear better news by 

telegram, I wish to start to-night for 

London.” 

‘‘ Madeline!’ he cried, laying down 

the paper and gazing at her in angry 

astonishment. ‘‘ What are you thinking 

about? Your sick friend has her own 

relatives ; they would never expect you 

to go flying to her bedside from the 

other end of France. Nonsense, non- 

sense!’ he concluded imperatively, once 

more taking up the news, and arranging 

his pince-nez with grave deliberation. 

The matter was decided. But Made-. 

line was resolved to make an equal show 
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of determination, and said, in a stubborn 

tone— 

‘Papa, in this I must have my way. 

It is not often I take my own course; I 

do everything and go everywhere to 

please you. You must allow me to please 

myself for once.” 

Mr. West pushed back his chair a full 

yard, and gazed at his daughter. 

“Do not throw any obstacle in my 

way, papa, nor seek to know where I am 

going.” 

Aho ah!! Not. a. lover; I ‘Hepe, 

madam?” he gasped. ‘‘ The curate, the 

—the drawing-master ?”’ 

‘No; let that suffice, and let us 

understand one another, once for all. I 

have been an obedient daughter to you; 

T have made sacrifices that you have 

never dreamt of’’—(Ah! the poor curate ! 

thought Mr. West)—‘ and you must give 
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me more liberty. Iam of age to go and 

come as I please unquestioned. I will 

do nothing wrong; you may trust me. 

I can take excellent care of myself, and 

I must have more freedom.”’ 

‘‘ Must, must, must! How many more 

‘musts’? Well, at any rate, you are a girl 

to be trusted, and there is something in 

what you say. I dare say you have sacri- 

ficed some girlish fancy ; you have nursed 

me; you are a credit to me. Yes, and 

you shall come and go as you please, on 

the trust-me-all-in-all principle, and the 

understanding that you do not compromise 

yourself in any way; but you have your 

advantages, Madeline—a fine home and 

position, and everything money can buy. 

Remember, you will miss the best ball 

if you start to-night, and the Princess 

Raggawuffinsky was to call for you. 

Have you thought of that?”’ 

VOL, III. E 
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“Oh!” with a frantic wave of her 

hand, ‘‘ what is a ball?” 

‘Well, well, well! How much cash 

do you require, and when will you be 

back?” 

‘‘T have plenty of money. If all goes 

well, I shall be back in a few days—as 

soon as possible—for the regatta, per- 

haps.”’ 

And so, with a few more remarks and 

assurances, and expostulations on Mr. 

West’s part at her travelling alone, she 

pocketed a cheque pressed upon her, and 

left the room victorious. 

Her father was easier to deal with than 

she had anticipated. Laurence was right © 

—for once! 

Then she ran upstairs to her own 

sanctum and locked the door, pulled 

off her dress, put on her cool dressing- 

wrapper, and sat down in a fever of mind 
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and body to wait for the telegram. She re- 

mained motionless, with her eyes fastened 

on the clock, a prey to the wildest fears. 

Supposing the child was dead!—she 

shuddered involuntarily ; if it were, she 

would go out of her senses. Her anxiety 

increased with every hour. She was in 

a frenzy of impatience, now pacing the 

room, now sitting, now standing, now 

kneeling in prayer. 

At last there was a knock at the door 

—Josephine’s knock. Josephine’s voice, 

‘‘ Une dépéche pour vous, mademoiselle.”’ 

Mademoiselle’s hand shook so much 

that she could hardly open the door, 

hardly tear asunder the envelope, or read 

its contents—at a gulp. Josephine had 

never seen her mistress in this frenzied, 

distraught condition—her colour like 

death, her face haggard, her eyes staring, 

her hair hanging in loose abandon. What 



52 Married or Single? 

did it mean? The telegram brought good 

news. It said, ‘‘ He is much better, and 

in no danger. You need not come.” 

The sender’s name was not notified. 

Whoever it was, it mattered little; the 

relief was inexpressible. What a fright 

Mrs. Holt had given her, and all for 

nothing ! 

Miss West went to the ball that night, 

and danced until the dawn flickered along 

the horizon. She was one of the most 

brilliant figures at the carnival, and re- 

ceived marked notice in distinguished 

quarters. At the battle of flowers, she and 

her equipage were the cynosure of all eyes. 

The open victoria was made to counter- 

feit a crown, and covered with pink and 

white azaleas. Miss West was attired to 

correspond. Four beautiful white horses 

were harnessed in pink, and ridden by 

postilions in pink satin jackets; and the 
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general effect was such that the com- 

mittee promptly awarded the first banner 

to ‘‘la belle Anglaise,’’ despite the close 

rivalry of a celebrated demi-mondaine, 

who furiously flung the second banner 

in the faces of the judges, and, with her 

yellow flowers and four black ponies, had 

whirled off in high dudgeon and a cloud 

of dust. 

At last this enchanting period was 

brought to an end by the Riviera’s own 

best patron—the sun. People melted 

away asif by magic. Some went on to 

the Italian lakes, some to Switzerland, 

many to England. Madeline and her 

father deferred their return until the end 

of May, stopping in Paris en route; and 

when they reached home the season was 

at its height, and the hall and library 

tables were white from a heavy fall of 

visiting-cards and notes of invitation. 
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Lady Rachel and Lord Tony came in 

on the evening of their arrival to pay a 

little neighbourly call, and to tell them 

that they must on no account miss a 

ereat match—the final in a polo tourna- 

ment at Hurlingham—the next afternoon. 

Every one would be there. 

This speech acted as a trumpet-call to 

Mr. West. 

‘‘Hvery one will see that we have 

returned,’’ he said to himself, and it will 

save a lot of trouble. Then, aloud, ‘‘ All 

right, then, Lady Rachel, we shall cer- 

tainly go. Madeline must trot out some 

one of her smart Paris frocks. And, 

Madeline, you might send a wire over to 

Mrs. Leach, and offer her a seat down.” 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

MR. JESSOP’S SUGGESTION. 

Laurence Wynne had taken but one 

person into his confidence, and that was 

Mr. Jessop. As he sat smoking a post- 

midnight cigar over the fire in his friend’s 

chambers, he told him that Mrs. Wynne 

no longer existed. She preferred to stick 

to her name of West, and wished to keep 

her marriage a secret always from—not 

alone her father, but the whole world. 

This much he had divulged. He felt 

that he must speak to some one. His 

heart was so sore that he could not main- 

tain total silence, and who so fitting a 
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confidant as his old friend Dick Jessop ? 

He was chivalrous to Madeline in spite 

of all that had come and gone, and veiled 

her defects as skilfully as he could, not 

speaking out of the full bitterness of his 

soul. But Mr. Jessop’s active imagi- 

nation filled in all the delicately traced 

outline—perhaps in rather too black a 

shading, if the truth were known ! 

However, he kept his surmises dis- 

creetly to himself, and puffed and pon- 

dered for a long time in silence. At 

last he spoke. 

‘¢T would let her alone, and not bother 

my head about her, Laurence! She is 

bound to come back.”’ 

“JT don’t think so,” responded the 

other, curtly. 

“Yes; she will return on account of— 

the child.” 

‘‘ And what would such a coming- 



Mr. Jessop’s Suggestion. 57 

back be worth to me? It will not be 

for my sake,’”’ said Wynne, holding his 

feelings under strong restraint. 

‘“‘T know of something that would 

bring her, like a shot out of a seventy- 

four pounder,” observed Mr. Jessop after 

another pause, surveying the coals medi- 

tatively as he spoke. 

oe bat 27? 

“Your paying attention to another 

woman. Get up a strong and remarkable 

flirtation with some pretty, smart society 

matron. Lots of them love your stories. 

Love me, love my stories. Love my 

stories, love me, eh? Show yourself in 

the park, at theatres—better still, a little 

dinner at the Savoy—and Mrs. Wynne 

will be on in the scene before you can 

say Jack Robinson! Jealousy will fetch 

her!” 

“T wouldn’t give a straw for the 
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affection of a woman who was influenced 

solely by what you have suggested. No, 

no; I married her before she knew her own 

mind—before she had a chance of seeing 

other people, and the world. Now she 

has seen other people, and become 

acquainted with the world, she prefers 

both to me. On five or six hundred a 

year, with no rich relations, Madeline 

and I would have been happy enough. 

As it is, she is happy enough. I must 

get on alone as well as I can. I made 

a mistake. I was too hasty.”’ 

‘Yes, marry in haste, and repent at 

leisure!” said Mr. Jessop, grimly. 

‘“T don’t mean that; I mean that I 

mulled that business at Mrs. Harper’s. 

I should have wired to Mrs. Wolferton, 

or insisted on Mrs. Harper taking Made- 

line back, and given her time to turn 

round and to reflect; but I rushed the 
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whole thing. However, I must now 

abide by the position I am placed in with 

what fortitude I can.” 

‘‘You married her, and gave her a 

home, when she had no friend,” put in 

Mr. Jessop, sharply. Mr. Jessop was 

devoted to Laurence, and excessively 

angry with Laurence’s wife. 

“It is not every one I would confide 

in, Dick,’’ said his companion; “‘ but you 

are my oldest chum. You are welcome 

to be introduced to the skeleton in my 

cupboard—an old friend’s privilege. We 

need never talk of this again. I suppose 

people get over these things in time! 

There is nothing for it but work—plenty 

of work.” 

Although he discoursed in this cool, 

self-restrained manner, Mr. Jessop knew, 

by years of experience, that his friend— 

who never made much, or, indeed, any, 
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fuss about his feelings—had felt the blow 

in every nerve of his body. 

“Do not think too hardly of her, 

Dicky,” he exclaimed, promptly reading 

the other’s thoughts. “She is very 

young, and very pretty. I’m only a poor, 

hard-working barrister; and she had an 

awful time once—you know when! 

We must never forget how she came 

through that ordeal And, after all, l 

have no human rival. If she does not 

care for me, she cares for no other man. 

She is blessed with a particularly cool, 

unsusceptible temperament. My only 

rival is riches. Itis the money that has 

ousted me. The enormous strength of 

wealth has pushed me out of her heart, 

and barred the door. ‘Time, another 

powerful engine, may thrust her out of | 

mine!” 

“Time! Bosh. Time will never thrust 
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away the fact that she is the mother of 

your child. He isa tie between you that 

neither time, riches, nor any amount 

of balderdash you may talk—nor any 

number of matrimonial squabbles—can 

ever break.”’ 

‘You are mistaken in your idea of the 

whole case, Jessop, and under a totally 

wrong impression. Nothing can bridge 

the gulf between Madeline and me, unless 

she chooses to come back of her own 

accord, and unsay a good deal that she 

has said; and this she will never do— 

never. She does not care a straw for me. 

I merely remind her of days of squallor, 

sickness, and hideous poverty. She was 

delighted to accept the freedom which I 

offered her——”’ 

“ And what a fool you were to doit!” 

exclaimed his listener, contemptuously. 

“Not at all; but I should be a fool 
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were I to try to keep a wife, who is not 

even one in name, and never casts a 

thought to me from month’s end to 

month’s end. I shall be—nay, I am—free 

too.”’ 

“But not in a Jegal sense, my dear 

boy; you cannot marry again.” 

“No, thank you,’ emphatically 

knocking the ashes off his cigar with 

ereat deliberation as he spoke. “The 

burnt child dreads the fire. I made a 

bad start this time, and even if I had 

the chance—which, please God, I never 

shall have—I would not tempt Fate 

again, no matter what the provocation. 

Women are a great mystery: their chief 

faults and virtues are so unexpected. 

Look at Madeline: when we were paupers 

she was a ministering angel. Now that 

she is rich, she is merely, a smart society 

girl, and——”’ 
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‘““And milliners, jewellers, flatterers 

minister to her,’’ broke in Jessop. 

‘‘T intend to make my profession my 

mistress, and to devote myself to her 

heart and soul. ‘The law is a steady old 

lady.” 

‘‘ And a very cantankerous, hard, flinty- 

faced, capricious old hag you'll find the 

goddess of Justice, my dear fellow. Iam 

going to give up paying my addresses 

to her! My uncle has left me a tidy 

legacy. I intend to settle down in 

comfort in his old manor-house—shoot, 

fish, hunt, burn my wig, gown, and law 

books, and turn my back for ever on 

the Inns of Court.” 

‘‘ Jessop, you are not in earnest.”’ 

‘“‘T am,” impressively; ‘‘and what’s one 

man’s loss is another man’s gain. It will 

be all the better for you, Laurence, since 

you are so bent upon the woolsack. T’ll 
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give you a heave-up with pleasure. You 

will now get all Bagge and Keepe’s 

business, for one thing—and, let me tell 

you, that that is no trifle. 



CHAPTER XXXITI. 

‘CONE OF YOUR GREATEST ADMIRERS.”’ 

It was a perfect afternoon, and Hurling- 

ham was crowded. LEHvery seat bordering 

the polo ground was occupied, and the 

brilliant hues of hats, gowns, and 

parasols made a sort of ribbon border 

to the brilliant green turf. Mr. West— 

a fussy or punctual man, according to 

people’s point of view—had arrived early 

with his party, and, so to speak, planted 

his fair charges under one of the umbrella 

awnings, and in a most central and 

commanding situation, where Madeline, 

in a white costume, which set off her 
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vivid dark beauty, was seen and greeted 

by many acquaintances. Lord Monty- 

cute, Captain Vansittart, and a smart 

lady friend (Mrs. Veryphast) shared the 

shade of the canvas umbrella, and spas- 

modically proffered morsels of the latest 

and choicest news, for the polo was 

absorbing, the match very fast and closely 

contested, the excitement intense. During 

an interval Lady Rachel drifted near— 

clad in a rainbow costume, and talking 

volubly and emphatically toaman. Her 

quick, roving eye caught sight of Made- 

line’s comfortable little party, and she 

swept down upon her at once. 

‘‘Oh, Maddie, my dear girl, how nice 

and cool you look, and I’m half dead, 

standing baking in the sun, and not a 

chair to be had for love or money! Ab, 

you have two to spare, I see! Here— 

here is actually one for you.”’ She called 
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to her escort, who had stopped to speak 

to a passing friend. ‘‘ Madeline,’ she 

continued, ‘“‘I think you know Mr. 

Wynne, who writes. Mr. Wynne, Miss 

West is one of your greatest admirers! 

She knows all your stories by heart.”’ 

This was a fiction, invented on the 

spur of the moment. Her ladyship coined 

many a little lie. 

Madeline looked up bewildered. The 

gentleman who was taking off his hat 

to her was—Laurence !—and yet not 

Laurence. What had he done to him- 

self? He had discarded his beard, and 

was fashionably clean-shaven ; moreover 

he was fashionably dressed in the orthodox 

long frock-coat, and wore a flower in his 

buttonhole, and the most absolutely 

correct gloves and. tie. 

So much depends upon the style, shape, 

and colour of a man’s tie—and the very 
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maker’s name! A rashly selected tie 

may stamp a man’s taste quite as fatally 

as the wrong number and pattern of 

buttons proclaim the date of his coat ! 

The removal of his beard had entirely 

changed Laurence Wynne’s appearance. 

He looked much younger: he had a very 

square chin, his mouth was expressive— 

more sarcastic than smiling—with thin, 

firmly closed, but well-cut lips. Had 

she known of that mouth and chin, 

had she guessed at them—vwell, she 

would have thought twice before she 

married their proprietor. As she looked 

up she coloured to her hair when she 

met his steady, cool glance. This meeting 

was no surprise to him, for he had noted 

the entrée of the beauty, her marvellous 

costume, and her train of admirers. He 

had not, however, intended to come to 

such close quarters. He was taken 
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unawares when he found himself in her 

neighbourhood, and he was determined 

to escape immediately, in spite of Lady 

Rachel. The silence that followed Lady 

Rachel's loud prattle was becoming 

noticeable, and curious eyes were turned 

- upon him when he said very distinctly — 

“T don’t know if I am so fortunate 

as to be remembered by—Miss West?” 

“Oh yes,” she answered, rather 

obviously avoiding looking at him, with 

a bright patch of colour on either cheek. 

‘‘Miss West has such an enormous. 

acquaintance of young men that she 

must get a little confused sometimes—a 

little mixed, don’t you, Maddie? Now, 

Mr. Wynne, I see what you are up to,” 

said Lady Rachel; “but no, you shall 

not run away. Here, sit upon this chair. 

I had great difficulty in capturing you, 

you are so run-after and spoilt, and now 
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I am not going to let you desert. You 

ought to be thankful for a seat in the 

shade, and amongst such pleasant com- 

pany!” As he reluctantly seated himself 

at the very outskirts of the group, she 

continued—“ Now, you must not sit there 

looking like a snared animal, watching 

for some chance of escape. Do tell me 

all about the heroine of your last story. 

How is it that you are so familiar with 

all our little ways, and weaknesses? You 

know too much. One would almost 

Suppose that you were a married man! ”’ 

‘‘T think it must be time to go to tea,” 

said Madeline, glancing appealingly at 

her father, who had just joined them. 

“Tea! Don’t you wish yon may get it! 

There is not a single vacant table on the 

lawn. I’ve just been to look. Hullo! 

Ah—er—Wynne, how do you do?” 

Mr. Wynne had been pointed out to 
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him as a rising junior at the bar—a 

coming man in literature, who wielded 

an able pen, and was quite one of the 

season’s minor celebrities. His sketches 

were a feature of the day—a short one, 

naturally. Livery one was talking of him. 

Mr. West loved a celebrity—if he was 

gentlemanly and in good society, bien 

entendu—nearly as much as he loved a 

lord, but not quite; and he added— 

‘‘T remember you were at our house 

last winter, and you are interested in 

paintings and art. You must look us 

up, eh ?—and come and dine.” 

‘‘Thank you. You are very kind.” 

‘We've just come back from the 

Riviera. Delightful place! Were you 

ever there?” — 

‘“No, I’ve never been nearer to it 

than Lyons.” 

‘“‘ But I’ve been there,” broke in Lady 
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Rachel; ‘“‘and I shall never go again, 

on account of the earthquakes, although 

it was capital fun at the time.” 

‘Fun!’ repeated Mr. West, with a 

look of amazement. 

‘“‘Yes, half the refugees were running 

about in blankets fastened with hairpins, 

afraid to return for their clothes. Oh, 

they were too absurd! A whole train 

full went to Paris in their dressing- 

gowns—some in bare feet. Hvery one 

was different—‘out of themselves,’ as 

they say in France. One old lady, in 

her mad excitement in speeding some 

relations, actually tore off her wig and 

waved it after them.”’ 

‘Poor old dear! How she must have 

regretted it subsequently!’ said Lord 

Montycute. ‘‘My sister was there at. 

the same time, and paid twenty pounds 

a night for the luxury of sleeping in the 
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hotel omnibus. Nothing would induce 

her to go to bed indoors. The hotel was 

cracked from top to bottom!” 

*‘T don’t care for the Riviera,” re- 

marked Lady Rachel. ‘It’s too hot, 

and the scenery is ridiculously gaudy. 

It always reminded me of a drop-scene. 

I declare to you, sitting on a promenade, 

facing the blue sea and blue sky, and 

pale, buff promontories and palms, with 

a band playing in the neighbourhood, 

I have felt as if I was in the stalls 

of a theatre.” 

‘Oh, shame!’’ cried Mrs. Leach. 

‘You have no feeling for the beauties 

of Nature.” 

“T thought Monte Carlo lovely—the 

garden too exquisite for words.” 

‘And the tables?’’ inquired Mr. 

West significantly. 

“Yes, I had my own pet table; and 
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at first I was successful. I always went 

on the ‘doz-ens,’ or ‘passe.’ One day 

I made ninety pounds in an hour; but, 

alas! I lost it all in about ten minutes.” 

‘The tables always do win in the long 

run,’ said Mr. West, sententiously. 

‘““ Yes,’ agreed Lord Montycute, ‘‘ they 

have no feeling, no emotions. When 

they gain they are not excited; when 

they lose they are not depressed; and 

this is their advantage.” 

‘““Oh, but they cannot leave off if they 

are losing,’ cried Lady Rachel. ‘‘ We 

score there.”’ 

“You did not score, at any rate,”’ 

remarked Mrs. Leach, with a smile. 

‘‘No; I wish I had left off. There 

is Mrs. Raymond Tufto. Did you see 

her at Nice, Madeline ? ”’ 

‘‘Oh yes; she went everywhere.” 

‘“She is wearing that same flower 
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toque. I am so sick of it,’ cried Mrs. 

Veryphast, impatiently. 

‘““Nevertheless she is one of the 

prettiest women in London,” observed 

Captain Vansittart. ‘‘She has such a 

saintly expression, and she looks so good.” 

‘‘She is a horribly heartless wretch. 

She goes off for months on the Continent, 

and leaves her children to nurses at 

home,” said Lady Rachel, viciously. 

‘‘ She has one dear little tot of two, that 

actually does not know her by sight.” 

‘‘Tt is quite the French fashion to board 
) out babies,” remarked Mrs. Leach, who 

was invariably in opposition to Lady 

Rachel. 

‘Turn them out to walk like young 

hounds,” drawled Captain Vansittart. 

‘‘Mrs. Tufto, bad as she may be, is 

nothing to Lady Blazer,’ continued 

Mrs. Leach, impressively. ‘‘ She has a 
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nursery full of girls, and yet, what do you 

think? When she was asked the other 

day to subscribe to the Society for the Pre- 

vention of Cruelty to Animals, she said, 

‘Delighted! There is only one species 

of animal I loathe, and that’s a child.’ ”’ 

‘“‘Oh, I say—come! I don’t believe 

that,’ cried Mr. West, “‘ of any woman— 

or even a man. I’m rather partial to 

neice small children myself.” 

‘““Mr. Wynne,” said Lady Rachel, 

turning on him suddenly, ‘‘why are 

you so silent? You know it is your 

métier to talk.” 

‘Then why do you grudge me a well- 

earned holiday ?”’ he asked inperturbably. 

“IT believe you are studying us for 

your next sketch; taking us in your 

literary kodak.” 

‘“No, indeed! I am not a reporter 

for a society paper.” 
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‘Oh, I don’t mean about our dresses 

and hats, or that; I mean character 

sketches.” 

‘‘How I should like to sit to you for 

mine!’’ said Mrs. Veryphast, vivaciously, 

moving her chair an inch or two nearer 

to his. ‘‘I do wish you would make a 

study of me, and put me in one of your 

charming stories or dialogues.”’ 

“Tt would have a fabulous circulation 

if you were the heroine,’’. said Lord 

Montycute, with a bow. 

Mrs. Veryphast smiled, well pleased. 

She was not always able to distinguish 

between impertinence and flattery. Mrs. 

Veryphast was evidently anxious to 

annex another ladies’ friend, who had 

edged himself so far away that he was 

quite an outsider. But he would not be 

appropriated, neither could he effect his 

escape. 
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‘“Mr. Wynne,” said Lady Rachel, 

briskly, ‘‘ you are up in all the principal 

subjects of the day. Do tell us what 

you think of the new woman.”’ 

“That she will be an old woman in 

a few years.” 

“So shallI. You are meanly evading 

the question.” 

“T think—— Let me think again.” 

‘You mean, let me dream again. You 

seem to be half asleep this afternoon. 

Well?” 

“On reflection, I consider that she 

is a devastating social influence.” 

“That can be read in two ways, you - 

wary fox. What is your opinion of the 

emancipation of women — wives espe- 

cially ?”’ 

‘‘ Upon my word! Lady Rachel, I must 

protest!’ he answered, with a somewhat 

fixed smile. ‘‘ You are endeavouring to 
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obtain my opinion gratis. I cannot afford 

it. How am [I to live?” 

Meanwhile Madeline, looking rather 

pale, listened furtively to this passage 

of arms. 

‘‘T think you are too horrid. At any- 

rate, it cannot hurt your pocket to tell 

me if you approve of the higher education 

of my sex.” 

‘““No; I prefer the ancient Greek 

mode—complete isolation, wool-spinning, 

and no books.”’ 

“‘Gracious! I shall pity your wife.” 

His eyes and Madeline’s met for one 

half-second all the way across Lady 

Rachel’s bonnet and Captain Vansittart’s 

broad shoulders. ‘Then he stood up. 

‘“ What—going? Oh, Mr. Wynne!” 

protested his captor, with a little scream. 

‘‘T am extremely sorry; but I really 

must. I see a man over there that I 
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want to speak to particularly ; and I shall 

lose sight of him if I don’t look sharp.” 

And taking off his hat with a compre- 

hensive smile, he was gone. 

Yes, Madeline watched him under her 

parasol. He looked as well as any one— 

in fact, quite distinguished. She won- 

dered vaguely who was his tailor. 

Then people began to discuss him, and 

she gathered by a word from Mrs. Very- 

phast, and another from Captain Van- 

sittart, that the general opinion of 

Laurence Wynne was highly favourable. 

‘Of fine old stock, but poor; but 

brains, and good race, ought to bring 

him something,’’ said Mrs. Leach. 

‘‘ An heiress!’’ suggested Mrs. Very- 

phast, with a giggle. ‘‘And now I propose 

that we do adjourn, and go to tea.”’ 

From a distance Laurence noted the 

party en route to refreshments, Madeline 
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and Lord Montycute bringing up the 

rear. She belonged to another world 

than his, there was no room in her hfe 

for him and Harry. As he had chafed in 

Lady Rachel’s chains, he had caught 

snatches of the conversation of the butter- 

flies who fluttered round his wife. He 

heard of balls, river parties, rides, pic- 

nics. He was aware that Miss West’s 

society was in immense demand; he 

caught one laughing announcement ‘ that 

she had four engagements for the next 

evening, and not a spare hour for the 

next three weeks.” 

Not long after that, as he and a friend 

were walking down to Parsons Green 

station, they were passed by a splendid 

carriage, which gave a glimpse of two 

frothy-looking parasols, and two tall hats. 

“There goes Miss West,’’ explained 

his companion, ‘‘the Australian heiress 
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and beauty, with Lord Tony on the back 

seat. I hear it is quite settled, they are 

to be married in the autumn.”’ 

‘Are they? Who is your authority ?”’ 

‘T can’tsay; it’sinthe air. I wonder 

she was not snapped up, long ago, for 

although old West is about as common 

as they make ’em, yet every one allows 

that his daughter is charming.”’ 
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CHAPTER XXXIV. 

MR. WYNNE IS A WIDOWER. 

Tue first opportunity that Madeline could 

find she ventured a visit to the Holts. It 

was a lovely June morning as she walked 

up to the front entrance of the sequestered 

Farm. She found Harry—yer Harry, a 

pretty little fellow with fair soft hair and 

surprised dark eyes, sitting alone upon 

the doorstep, and nursing a pointer pup. 

Jé was useless for her to ask in her 

most winning manner— 

‘Harry dear, don’t you know me? 

Darling, I am your own mother; your 
Ee" own mummy 



84 Married or Single? 

Harry simply frowned and shook his 

curls, and clutched the puppy tightly in 

his clasp as if he meant to throttle it. 

Presently Mrs. Holt came upon the 

scene, with turned-up sleeves, and stout 

bare arms, fresh from the dairy. She 

was exceedingly civil, and exceedingly 

cool; invited Miss West into the little 

parlour, dusted a chair for her, and did 

her best to soften the rigidity and hauteur 

of little Harry’s aspect. 

After some conversation about his 

double teeth, the weather, and Nice, she 

said— 

‘Suppose you and he just go round 

the garden, ma’am, and make friends. 

Pll leave you to yourselves, whilst I go 

and see after the dinner.” 

‘But pray don’t get anything extra 

for me, Mrs. Holt,” implored Madeline. 

“ Just what you have yourselves. I shall 
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be very angry if you make a stranger 

of me.” 

Mrs. Holt muttered some incoherent 

reply, and went away saying to herself— 

‘“Not make a stranger of you! and 

what else? Not make any difference for 

you! I’m thinking you'd look very glum 

if I were to set you down to beans and 

bacon, my grand young London madame. 

Dear me, but she zs changed! She 

cannot stir without a sound of rustling ; 

and the price of one of her rings would 

build a new barn!” 

Meanwhile, Harry and his mother went 

round the garden as desired, hand-in- 

hand. He could talk very plainly for 

his age, and trotted along by her 

side, considerably thawed in manner, 

This process was due to a lovely ball 

she had unexpectedly produced, a gay 

picture-book, and a packet of candy. 
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He chattered away in a most friendly 

style, and showed her the pigeons, the 

bees, and where the lark was buried—in 

fact, all what he considered the lions of 

the place; and every moment unfolded 

to his delighted companion someadditional 

marvel and charm. 

By the time that one-o’clock dinner 

was ready, the couple were on excellent 

terms, and he had even gone so far as 

to kiss her, and to put his little holland- 

clad arms round her neck of his own 

accord. The sensation was extremely 

pleasant. 

After dinner—not consisting of beans 

and bacon— Mrs. Holt and her guest 

had a long ¢éte-d-téte. The condition of 

Harry’s health was first disposed of, 

then the state of his wardrobe came 

under discussion. 

“JT should tell you, ma’am, since you 



Mr. Wynne is a Widower. 87 

ask, that all the lovely frocks and pelisses 

you sent from France are just laying 

there. Mr. Wynne won't allow him to 

wear one of them, nor anything you gave 

him.” 

‘And why not, pray ?’’ demanded the 

young lady with considerably heightened 

colour. 

‘‘ He told me quite serious, one day,’’ 

said Mrs. Holt, now speaking with ill- 

suppressed satisfaction, ‘‘ that what he 

had worn and was wearing, as you gave 

him, he might wear out; but no new 

things were to be accepted, as you had 

nothing to do with the child now. So I 

put them all by, just as they came, in the 

front room wardrobe, and there they are.”’ 

“What does he mean?” asked Made- 

line, in a sharp key. 

‘“T’m sure, ma’am, you know better 

than Ido; he said as he had no objection 
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to your seeing the child, now and then, 

but that was all. I expect Mr. Wynne 

can be real stiff and determined,’ smooth- 

ing out her apron with an air of solemn 

disapproval, not of him, but of her visitor. 

Madeline said nothing, but she felt a 

good deal. Mrs. Holt, from her manner 

more than from her words, sat in judg- 

ment upon her. She, this wife of a 

common farmer, actually dared to criticise 

the beautiful and admired and spoiled 

Miss West. 

‘You see, ma’am,” she continued, 

‘vou are, and you are not, the child’s 

mother. He does not recognize you as 

that—I mean the child himself—you have 

kept away too long. In course you can’t 

be in two places at once, nor be both 

Miss West and Mrs. Wynne. ’Tisn’t my. 

wish, nor my own doing, as I have taken 

your place with the child. He is main 
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fond of me. And then, poor Mr. Wynne, 

he felt your leaving him at first, no 

doubt of that; but he is getting over it 

now; men haven’t as much feeling as we 

think.”’ 

Madeline listened with a guilty con- 

science, every word went home to her 

with as much force as a blow. She had 

chosen her line, and she must stick to 

single blessedness. There was to be no 

going back, at any rate at present. 

This conviction made her reckless, and 

she rushed with eagerness into the full 

tide of London gaiety with a passionate 

desire to escape from the past, to get 

away from the clamouring of a still 

articulate conscience, to annihilate 

memory by some great and effective 

action, and to be happy! But memory 

was not so easily stifled, and now that 

Laurence had disappeared from her life— 
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such is the contrariness of humanity—she 

wished him back. At times, at races, 

at Hurlingham, in great assemblies, at 

the theatre, or in the Row, she searched 

the crowds for him in vain. Mrs. Leach, 

who was her constant companion and 

self-elected chaperon, reading her young 

friend by the light of her own memories, © 

noticed that she was not like other girls, 

content and happy with her company and 

surroundings. There was a restlessness 

in her manner; she seemed to be con- 

tinually looking for some one—some one 

who never came, who was never to be seen. 

Madeline preferred Lady Rachel’s, or 

Mrs. Lorimer’s company to the splendid 

widow’s society, and made futile efforts 

to shake off her shackles—efforts which 

were vain. 

Yes, among all Madeline’s social suc- 

cesses, in the midst of her most dazzling 
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triumphs, she ever cast a glance around 

in search of Laurence. Surely, if he 

went to see her in the full blaze of her 

triumph, he would think twice ere he 

permanently renounced such a treasure! 

She felt hot and angry when she thought 

of him, but nevertheless she longed to see 

him once more—odious, unreasonable, 

and tyrannical as he was. Surely he 

did not mean to abandon her in reality. 

That idea had no place in her mind when 

she was abroad. There everything and 

everybody seemed different. It was easy, 

in a strange country, far away from 

Laurence and Harry, to drop a misty 

cloud over the past, and to feel as if she 

really was Miss West. But here in 

London, where she had lived as a married 

woman, and had struggled—and oh, what 

a struggle!—with the awful question of 

how to support a household on nothing, 
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the idea was unnatural—nay, it went 

further, it was improper. She would 

perhaps write to him some day, and hold 

out the olive branch; but not yet, and 

meanwhile she must see him. 

Mr. West was still extremely uneasy 

about himself. He found the heat, and 

dust, and noise of London trying to his 

health, he declared; and, much to the 

disgust of Mrs. Leach and other interested 

friends, he announced that the middle of - 

July would not find him in England. 

He was going to Carlsbad, to Switzer- 

land, and to winter abroad—probably at 

Biarritz. | 

Hre she was thus carried off, Madeline 

resolved to see Laurence. She prevailed 

upon Lady Rachel to take her to the 

Temple church. She was aware that he — 

went there every Sunday, and Lady 

Rachel, little guessing the reason of her 
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friend’s sudden enthusiasm for the vener- 

able edifice, and anxiety to hear a certain 

well-known preacher, procured two tickets 

for benchers’ seats, and occupied them the 

ensuing sabbath. 

These seats were roomy and elevated, 

and commanded an excellent view of the 

whole centre of the church where the 

members of the various inns sat. They 

came in gradually, not in legal garb, 

as Madeline had half expected, but in 

their usual dress; and she strained her 

eyes so eagerly that her sharp little 

friend nudged her and said, ‘‘ For whom 

are you looking, Maddie ?”’ 

‘‘Oh, no one,” colouring. ‘It is such 

a very interesting old place. I like 

staring about. What crowds of people 

who cannot get seats, and have to stand!’”’ 

At this juncture the organ pealed out, 

and every one stood up as the choir filed 
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in, and just immediately afterwards, Lady 

Rachel exclaimed in an excited whisper, 

** There’s Mr. Wynne—look ! ” 

Of course Madeline never moved her 

eyes from him; they followed him, as he 

found a seat at the end of a pew, luckily 

well within her view. He could not see 

her, but she could study him, especially 

~ when she knelt down, with her two hands 

shielding either side of her face, from 

watchful Lady Rachel. 

He looked well, a little grave perhaps, 

a little worn; no doubt he was working 

hard. He did not stare about as did 

others, nor cast a single glance at the 

radiant figure in the benchers’ seats. At 

times he seemed preoccupied and buried 

in thought, but he gave his undivided 

attention to the sermon, to which he 

listened with folded arms and a critical 

air, as if he were weighing every word of 
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it in his mind, and as though it were 

a summing up of evidence being laid 

before a jury of which he was a member. 

There was no abstracted air about him, 

his mind was on the alert, he had cast 

_ the past or future aside, and was absorbed 

in the present. 

The sermon concluded, crowds flocked 

through the ancient doorway, and scat- 

tered outside. Lady Rachel still lin- 

gered, and looked about eagerly, ere 

taking her departure westward, and then 

she exclaimed, in a disgusted voice— 

“JT wanted to have asked Mr. Wynne 

to lunch, if I had seen him to speak 
= | to,’ shaking out her parasol and open- 

ing it with a jerk of annoyance. “ But 

there he goes, marched off by that girl 

in the green and blue frock—the very 

sight of it turns me cold! And do you 

see the old papa rushing after them, 
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and accosting him with rapture? The 

way 10 which girls throw themselves at 

men’s heads nowadays, is abominable. 

However, it’s a mistake for these bold 

creatures to imagine that men will marry 

them. They either take a wife from the 

stage or music-hall, or some quiet little 

country mouse. As for Mr. Wynne, he 

is a widower, and I believe his wife was 

a perfect horror—so he will not be caught 

again! Ah, here’sa hansom! Now, my 

dear girl, get in, get in. These dry 

sermons make me frightfully thirsty. I 

am dying for my lunch.” 
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CHAPTER XXXYV. 

INFORMATION THANKFULLY RECEIVED. 

Tue house in Belgrave Square remained 

closed for many months, whilst its master 

roamed from one fashionable continental 

resort to another, in search of what he 

called health—but which was merely 

another name for variety and amusement. 

Madeline was at first averse to this pro- 

tracted absence; but she had excellent 

news of little Harry. Laurence was still 

in what she called ‘‘the sulks;’’ and every 

day weakened her hold more and more 

on her former ties, and bound her to her 

present condition. In the early twenties 

VOL. III. H 
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a girlis very adaptable, and it had come 

to this, that at times Mis; West forgot 

that she had ever had other than this 

sunny butterfly existence; and, if her con- 

Science occasionally made a claim on 

behalf of her child, she promptly told 

herself that he was well cared for, and 

that Lady Frederick Talboys sent all 

her children out to nurse until they were 

three years of age, and Harry was barely 

two. As for Laurence, he would come 

to his senses in time; and the idea of 

telling her father of her marriage she 

now put away in the lumber-room of her 

brain, and rarely looked at. 

About Christmas Mr, and Miss West 

and suite arrived at Biarritz, put up 

at a large and fashionable hotel, and 

occupied the best rooms on the first 

floor. They found Biarritz charming, 

Madeline liked the sea, the rolling 
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Atlantic breakers, the Basque tongue, 

and the bronzed semi-Spanish peasantry. 

Mr. West was charmed with the society, 

the golf links, and the Casino. 

One day Mrs. Leach casually arrived 

at their hotel, with a number of basket- 

trunks and a maid, looking very hand- 

some, and was enchanted to meet dearest 

Madeline and dear Mr. West. She had 

heard that they were at Pau, and was so 

surprised to discover them. Madeline 

was such a naughty girl about writing, 

such a hopelessly lazy correspondent. 

To tell the truth, Miss West was 

secretly anxious to shake off the tena- 

cious widow, and was purposely silent. 

In less than a week the lady had 

resumed her sway over Madeline’s papa. 

Her soft manners, pathetic eyes, stately 

presence, and low, caressing voice, proved 

his undoing. He had almost forgotten 
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the Honourable Mrs. Leach—and here, 

in three days, he was as much, or more, 

her slave as ever. So much for men’s 

vanity and women’s wiles. She flattered 

—he confided. It came to pass, as a 

matter of course, that the lady occupied a 

seat beside Madeline in the landau every 

afternoon. Her maid tripped down with 

her wraps and parasol precisely as if it 

were her mistress’s own carriage. Her 

mistress also occupied Miss West’s private 

sitting-room, received her friends in it, 

wrote, and worked, and read all the Wests’ 

papers and books, shared their table at 

meals in the salle a manger, and (but 

this was never known to Madeline) her . 

little weekly account for room and board 

was always furnished to and settled by 

Madeline's papa; a few whispered words 

on the balcony one night had arranged 

this trifling matter. The handsome 
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widow was completely identified with 

the West family, and was included in 

all their invitations as well as their 

accounts. Every evening, after dinner, 

she and Mr. West sat aloof in a little 

alcove whilst he smoked cigarettes, or 

on the verandah whilst he smoked and 

sipped his coffee, and she amused him 

and cut up many of the gay and unsus- 

picious company for his delectation. She 

was also confidential respecting her own 

affairs. If she had told him their true 

position his few scanty locks would have 

stood on end. She was almost at the 

end of her wits, and he was her sole hope, 

her last resource. For years she had 

lived beyond her income—a small one. 

Her dressmaker’s bills would have 

staggered even him. She owed money 

in all directions; her creditors were 

pressing, her society friends were not 
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pressing with invitations; her husband’s 

connections ignored her. But if she 

could establish herself in Mr. West’s 

heart and home, as his second wife, she 

would have before her a new and delight- 

ful career. And she had begun well! 

Certainly Madeline was irresponsive and 

cool, but always pleasant and _ polite. 

Why was Madeline changed? However, 

once she was Madeline’s mamma, Made- 

line would find a difference! LHvery 

night, as Mrs. Leach stepped into the lift, 

to be borne aloft to her own bower, she 

said to herself, ‘‘He will certainly propose 

to-morrow,” but alas! one evening these 

cheering presentiments were crushed. 

The conversation had turned upon 

Madeline. She was a favourite subject 

with her father. | 

“She nursed me well and pulled me 

through that nasty illness last winter. 
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I shall never forget her. One would 

have said she was accustomed to nursing 

—and nursing a man too, ha, ha! I 

should miss her terribly if she married.”’ 

‘‘ But there is no prospect of that at 

present, is there?’ asked his listener 

softly. 

““No. She is too stand-off. She will 

ride and dance, and talk and laugh, but 

once a man’s attentions become marked, 

she freezes up! I’m afraid she is serious 

when she says she won’t marry. There’s 

Lord Tony hanging after her.”’ 

‘Oh, don’t you think he is very much 

épris with Miss Teale of New York ?”’ 

“Not he!’ impatiently. ‘I dare say 

he and Madeline will settle it some day.” 

‘‘And then how lonely you will be, 

dear Mr. West! J know what it is like.” 

‘‘'Yes, I suppose it will be a little dull, 

unless the young people will live with me.” 



104. Married or Single? 

‘‘Oh!” rather sharply, “they won’t 

do that!”’ 

“Tf they don’t, I shall have to set up 

another housekeeper, to get some one to 

take pity on me and marry again,” and 

he looked significantly into Mrs. Leach’s 

unabashed eyes. 

_ Mrs. Leach held her breath. 

‘‘But I should never dream of doing 

that as long as Madeline is with me.” 

‘© So here was the matter in a nutshell,” 

said his listener to herself, as she grasped 

her fan fiercely and closed her lips. 

Unless Madeline went off, he would never 

marry. The great thing, of course, was 

to get the girl settled. She passed her 

obvious admirers in lightning review. 

There was actually not one whom she 

could lay her finger upon as a possible son- 

in-law for the little gentleman beside her. 

She knew several who would have gladly 
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proposed to Madeline, but Madeline 

never gave them achance. Why? She 

would make it her business to discover 

the reason why Miss Madeline was so 

cold and difficile, and to find out who he 

was? Mr. Jessop knew. Oh, if she only 

had a chance of exercising her fascination 

on that sour-looking barrister! Madeline 

had had a note from him recently, and 

she had been on the point of perusing it 

when she had been disturbed: she fre- 

quently mistook Madeline’s letters for her 

own, and had glanced over a good deal 

of her correspondence. It had proved 

extremely commonplace, but she felt 

confident that Mr. Jessop’s letter would 

be of absorbing interest. 

Madeline was on the alert. She had 

taken a sincere dislike to this tall, 

dashing body-guard of hers, with her 

splendid toilettes, shocking meannesses, 
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her soft manners, and her sharp claws. 

She was aware that she tampered with her 

letters. She had surprised her (but not 

discovered herself); and seen her carry a 

piece of recently-used blotting-paper and 

hold it up before the sitting-room mirror; 

and she was aware, from Josephine, that 

Mrs. Leach had made an exhaustive 

search in her room, under pretence of 

seeking a fur collarette. Oh! she was 

a clumsy spy. 

% * * *% * 

In March, when the English season 

was as its height, and every hotel and 

villa was packed, an elderly English- 

woman, wearing blue spectacles, and a 

small sandy-haired girl, wearing a tailor- 

made and sailor hat—that seal of British — 

livery—toiled up the staircase of the 

Grand Hotel, followed by their luggage. 
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At the first landing the young lady 

stopped and stared at a very smart 

apparition which had just come out of a 

sitting-room—a pretty, tall girl, dressed 

with much elegance in a plum-coloured 

cloth coat and skirt, a white cloth waist- 

coat, white felt hat with purple velvet, 

white gloves, white sunshade. Could it 

be possible that she was Madeline West ? 

Madeline, the pupil-teacher at Mrs. 

Harper’s? She raised her eyes: yes, it 

was Madeline. She would speak. 

‘¢ Madeline—West, I am sure. Don’t 

you remember me at school — Nina 

Berwick ?”’ 

‘Oh yes, of course,’’ shaking hands. 

‘““Growing up makes a difference, 

doesn’t it?” (Growing rich makes a 

difference too.) 

‘You are staying here?” said Miss 

Berwick effusively. 
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“Yes, we have been here ever since 

Christmas.” 

‘‘How nice! I hope we shall see a 

great deal of one another, and have talks 

over old times.”’ 

‘Yes,’ assented Madeline, colouring, 

‘that will be charming.”’ 

‘“You are not married, are you, 

Madeline ? ”’ 

‘“ What has put such an idea into your 

head?” was the misleading reply. 

Madeline was clever at evasion and 

subterfuge: practice makes perfect. 

‘“ You see we have been living abroad 

for two years, and are rather out of the 

way of news. I am living with my 

aunt, lady Fitzsandy. She hates 

England. Well, I’m nearly dead, and 

very dusty and thirsty. Our rooms are on © 

the quatriéme étage, and the lift is out 

of order, I hear, so I must toil up. 
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T'a-ta!’’? and she hurried away after the 

porters and her relative.” 

Nina Berwick had left school just after 

the breaking-up—Madeline recalled this. 

with a sensation of relief. She came 

from the borders of Scotland, and knew 

nothing; besides, she was always intensely 

stupid, and never could remember any- 

thing—names, dates, historical events, 

and even school events went through her 

sieve-like brain. She had not been a 

particular friend of Madeline’s, and had 

only known her in those days when she 

had fallen from her high estate—never 

as the rich Miss West. 

For her part, Nina Berwick was amazed 

at her friend’s transformation. She occu- 

pied a suite on the first floor. She had 

an English footman, a private sitting- 

room, a Paris frock, and yet she was. 

not married! The Miss Berwicks were 
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well-born but poor; their aunt could not 

afford them the delights of a London 

season. She carried them abroad, where 

they had never heard of Madeline’s social 

successes. Lady Fitzsandy roved about 

the Continent, from one gay centre to 

another, and was extremely anxious to 

get her nieces settled—especially Lucy, 

who was plain and twenty-eight. 

Lady Fitzsandy gladly foregathered 

- with Mr. West’s pleasant party. They 

always joined forces after dinner in the 

hall, and took coffee together. And her 

ladyship was specially charmed with Mrs. 

Leach, Miss West’s chaperon, who was 

so sweet and so handsome—she was con- 

nected, too, with her own cousins the 

Horse-Leaches—and seemed so pleased 

and interested to hear that Nina had — 

been at school with Miss West. 

“The dear girls,’ as she pointed out 
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the pair sitting side by side on a distant 

divan, ‘‘ were going over old times three 

years ago, and talking so happily to- 

gether.”” This is what they were saying, 

and what Mrs. Leach would have given 

her best ring to hear :— 

‘¢ And so your father came home very 

wealthy, Maddie? And you live in 

London, and have had two seasons, and 

go everywhere—and know everybody ? ”’ 

‘“Oh, I don’t know about that.”’ 

‘‘ Well, of course, you have hosts of 

admirers.” 

“TT don’t know about that either! ”’ 

‘“ Nonsense, I’m sure you have had 

hundreds. What was the name of that 

gentleman at school? ”’ 

“Gentleman at school—there were no 

gentlemen—at school.” 

“Now don’t be silly! He was the 

friend of some people that used to come 
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to the breaking-up. He danced with 

you, and Miss Selina was wild. I’m 

sure you must remember him.” 

“T don’t want, as you may easily 

imagine, to remember anything about 

school, except,” picking herself up, ‘‘ some 

of my school-fellows.”’ 

‘‘Oh, now, let me see, I’ve a shocking 

memory for names. I think his name 

began with N, or was there an N in it?” 

“There was nothing in it—will that 

answer as well. There is to be a big ball 

here to-morrow; you are just in time.” 

‘In the hotel ?”’ 

‘Yes ; it will be a capital dance.”’ 

‘¢ But [ know no men.”’ 

‘“T know any number, and I will get 

you partners,”’ said Madeline, recklessly. 

And Madeline kept her word, to the 

intense enjoyment of Miss Berwick, who, 

thanks to her school-fellow, had quite a 
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delightful plurality of cavaliers. It 

seemed so strange to Nina Berwick to 

see Madeline West, the shabby drudge 

whom she had pitied at school, now 

surrounded with every luxury and crowds 

of smart acquaintances, with a carriage 

and servants at her orders, and all the 

best partis at her feet. 

She was extremely good-natured, and 

did her utmost to give this rather plain, 

dull little spinster a good time. She 

got up picnics and golf tournaments. 

She took her for long drives and pleasant 

expeditions. 

One afternoon Miss Berwick’s grand- 

mamma and Mrs. Leach remained at 

home, had tea together, and talked Miss 

West over in her own sitting-room. Lady 

Fitzsandy liked Miss West, and sang her 

praises in a mild key; ditto Mrs. Leach, 

in a yet louder strain, with one occasional 

VOL, III. I 
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piercing high note—that note a ‘ but.” 

“But she is wildly extravagant; but she 

is wonderful, considering her antecedents ; 

but she cannot live without excitement ; 

but she is uncertain in her friendships.”’ 

But Lady Fitzsandy was staunch, and 

said, ‘‘I must say that, as far as I can 

judge, Miss West is true to old friends. 

She is very much attached to Nina.”’ 

Mrs. Leach, on her own part, professed 

a rival attachment for Miss Berwick, 

gave her autographs— which she was 

collecting—also a box of pralines, and 

took her arm round the gardens once, 

treated her to coffee at the Casino, and 

there pumped her to the best of her 

ability. 

‘¢And so Madeline was only a pupil- 

teacher when you were at school, you 

tell me, dear ?”’ 

»“ Yes; I was there fourteen months, for 
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finishing. I was among the elders, and 

she had charge of the small fry; I did 

not come across her at classes or in 

school hours, but I used to meet her in 

passages, and in the boot-room, and 

sometimes we waltzed together on half 

holidays. I always liked Maddie.”’ 

‘* And you left before her ?”’ 

“Yes; I left last Christmas three 

years, after the breaking-up dance. I 

recollect Maddie played, to save the 

old skinflints a guinea. But the end of 

the evening she danced with a man 

several times, and Miss Selina was 

furious; I think he admired Madeline, 

and that was her reason.” 

“And what was his name, darling?” 

‘““T really cannot remember. I asked 

Madeline about him, and she rather 

snubbed me; but it was something 

beginning with an N, I think.”’ 
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Oh, what a tiresome, stupid crea- 

ture! ‘You cannot recollect, darling ?”’ 

‘“No; except that there was an N in 

his name! Iam sure of that.” 

‘‘ And so Madeline remained on for a 

year; and did you never hear anything 

more of the school after you left ?” 

‘‘'Yes; let me see, I did hear some- 

thing, I may have dreamt it, that some 

one was expelled.”’ 

“Expelled!” with a_ slight start. 

‘Dear me, how shocking! ”’ 

‘‘T cannot recollect, but I am sure it 

was not Madeline. She was not that 

sort of girl; and I may have read it in 

a book. I get so mixed between what I 

have heard and what I have read about ‘ 

but I am awfully absent and dreamy.”’ 

‘‘ Have you kept up a correspondence 

with any of your school-fellows ?”’ 

“Oh no! I hate letter-writing; and 
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I detested school. But I always liked 

Maddie West. She was so pretty to look 

at, so pleasant to talk to, so good- 

natured. And she is not a bit changed. 

She is a dear.”’ 

‘‘There never was any—you never 

heard of her getting into any scrape at 

school, did you?” 

“Ohno; what a funny idea—a scrape! 

Why, Maddie was as strict about the 

rules as the Harpies themselves ! ” 

‘And this gentleman that admired 

her?” 

“Oh, it was only at our dances, the 

breakings-up ; he never gave her a second 

thought.” 

So Mrs. Leech had wasted her blandish- 

ments, her time, and her money all for 

nothing on this half-witted, tow-headed 

girl. When she realized the fact, she 

rose rather abruptly—looking surprisingly 
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sour, paid at the comptoir, and led the 

way back to the promenade in somewhat 

gloomy silence. 

The Berwicks went on to Pau a few 

days later, and were lost sight of once 

more, as is the usual way with these 

wandering birds of passage. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

TO MEET THE SHAH-DA-SHAH. 

Mr. West returned home early in the 

season, and inaugurated his arrival with 

new horses, new liveries, new footmen, 

and gave a series of most recherché 

dinners. He would have bidden Mr. 

Wynne to one of these banquets, for the 

old gentleman had a tenacious memory 

(especially for things that his daughter 

expressly wished he would forget), but 

she quietly turned the subject; and did 

not encourage the idea of entertaining 

her husband under her unsuspicious 

parent’s roof. 
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“But he belongs to my club, The 

Foolscap. I see him there now and then, 

and he seems a popular chap, and to 

know every one. I heard Fotherham— 

Lord Fotherham—pressing him to spend 

a couple of days with them up the river, 

and they say his articles and writings 

are quite popular.” 

‘Oh, I don’t think literary people are 

very interesting; you have always to get 

up all their works, and be able to stand 

a stiff examination in them, if you want 

to invite them here. Did you see the 

failure of a great bank in Australia—it 

was among the telegrams in the Echo 

this evening ?”’ she added artfully. 

“No. Bless my soul! what bank? 

Where is the paper ?’’ in great excitement. 

And Mr. West’s mind was hurried away 

into another channel, and Mr. Wynne’s 

invitation-card was not despatched. 
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Madeline found time to pay many 

stealthy visits to Harry, who was really 

a beautiful child, of whom even the most 

indifferent mother might well feel proud. 

He could talk and walk so nicely, and 

was such a pretty, endearing little fellow, 

that her visits, from being spasmodic and 

irregular, became of weekly occurrence. 

Impunity had emboldened her, and 

every Saturday morning, when her father 

imagined her to be shopping, or in the 

Park—found her in Mrs. Holt’s old- 

fashioned garden, walking and playing 

between high hollyhocks, sunflowers, and 

lavender bushes, with a fair-haired little 

boy. What would Mr. West have said 

had he seen his lovely daughter running 

round and round, and up and down the 

gravel path, driven by two knotted reins, 

and a small fierce driver, wielding a long 

whip with a whistle at the end of it? 
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My. and Mrs. Wynne never met, for her 

days, as we have seen, were Saturdays, 

and his were invariably Sundays. 

Low fever was prevalent that sultry 

month of June, also typhoid and diph- 

theria. The latter fastened its grim clutch 

on little Harry. It was a case which 

developed rapidly. The child had been 

hot and heavy, and not his usual bright 

talkative self, when his mother saw him 

on Saturday. Mrs. Holt attributed this 

entirely to the oppressive weather, and 

to thunder in the air. On Sunday his 

father, justly alarmed, summoned the 

local doctor, who at once pronounced 

that the little patient was a victim to 

diphtheria. 

On Monday Madeline was sent for. 

The child was a shade better, though 

still very ill He lay in his cot and 

gazed at her with large distended eyes— 
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and gasped out ‘‘ Mummy—mummy,”’ as 

he held out his little hot hands. 

She remained all day, for it so hap- 

pened that her father was out of town ; 

but, under any circumstances, she assured 

herself, she would have stayed all the 

same; and when she finally departed, 

late in the evening, the patient was 

sleeping, and the doctor’s opinion more 

encouraging. He assured her that she 

need not alarm herself, as he walked 

down with her to where the fly stood 

waiting in the lane. 

‘You really need not be uneasy, my 

dear madam,”’ he said impressively, ‘“ un- 

less things take a most unexpected turn, 

and then, of course, we will let you know. 

He is a fine healthy child, and admirably 
] nursed by yonder good woman,” nodding 

towards the house. 

‘She is indeed a good woman!’’ 
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returned Madeline fervently, as her 

thoughts recalled Mrs. Holt’s unwearying 

care and night and day attendance on 

her nursling. She even seemed to grudge 

her permission to feed him, or to moisten 

his lips. 

‘‘T’m afraid I can’t come to-morrow, 

unless I am really needed,” said Made- 

line plaintively. ‘‘ You say there is no 

danger now—you are sure? I may rely 

on you to tell me?” 

‘Yes; there is none whatever at pre- 

sent.” 

‘‘Because if there were, I should 

remain all night.”’ 

‘“‘There is no occasion, especially if 

you are urgently needed elsewhere,”’ 

rejoined the doctor, who nevertheless 

thought it rather strange that this 

pretty, tearful, agitated young lady 

should not find it the most natural thing 
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to remain with her sick child—her only 

child. 

Promising that she should have early 

news the next morning by telegraph, he 

handed her into the fly, and bowed her 

off the scene, just as another inquiring 

relative—equally near and _ equally 

anxious—came hurrying up to him—in 

fact, the child’s father, who had taken 

the short cut from the station by the 

path across the fields. 

‘‘ Most peculiar state of affairs,”’ thought 

the doctor to himself; ‘‘ there must be a 

screw loose somewhere. The child’s 

parents apparently well-off, fashionable 

people, living apart and visiting the farm 

separately, and never alluding to one 

another. What did it mean ?”’ 

Mrs. Holt promptly set the matter 

before him in three words. It meant 

that “‘ they had quarrelled.” Mr. Wynne 
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remained at the farmhouse all night, 

sharing Mrs. Holt’s vigil, and watching 

every turn, every movement, every 

breath of the little sleeper as anxiously 

as she did herself. In the morning there 

was no positive change one way or 

another. The pendulum of little Harry’s 

existence seemed to have paused for a 

time before it made that one vital 

movement in the direction of either life 

or death. 

A message was despatched to Miss 

West in these laconic words—‘‘ Slept 

pretty well; much the same.’ And 

Madeline, relieved in her mind, entered 

on the work of a long and toilsome day. 

In short, she continued the grand pre- 

parations for a ball that they were giving 

that evening. It was to be the ball of . 

the season. 

Invitations had been out for four weeks, 
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A native Indian prince, and some of the 

lesser Royalties had signified their inten- 

tion of being present. Mr. West looked 

upon the festivity as the supreme occasion 

of his life, the summit of his ambition 

—fally and flawlessly attained—and he 

was happy. Only, of course, there is a 

thorn in every rose; in this rose there 

were two thorns. One—and a very sharp 

one—the disquieting rumours of financial 

affairs in Australia, where a great part of 

his huge income was invested; and the 

other and lesser thorn—the announce- 

ment of Lord Tony’s engagement to 

an old acquaintance and partner, Miss 

Pamela Pace.”’ 

And so his dream of calling Lord Tony 

by his Christian name, as his son-in-law, 

was at an end. However, he was re- 

solved to make the most of the delight- 

ful present, and to give an entertainment, 
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the fame of which should ring from one 

end of London to the other. He fully 

carried out his motto, ‘‘money no object.” 

The floral decorations alone for hall, 

staircase, ballrooms, and _ supper-table 

came to the pretty penny of two thousand 

pounds. The favourite band of the 

season was, of course, in attendance. As 

to the supper, it was to be a banquet, 

the menu of which would make an 

epicure green with envy; and Madeline’s 

dress was to come direct from Doucet, 

and had been specially designed for the 

occasion by Mr. West’s commands. 

With all these splendid preparations in 

view, it will be easily understood that it . 

was with some trepidation that Madeline 

asked her father to postpone the ball. 

She made her request very timidly, 

with failing heart and faltering lips—in- 

deed, the end of her sentence died away 
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in the air when she beheld the terrible 

expression on her parent’s face. 

‘Put off the ball!” he roared; “ are 

youmad? You must have ashingle short. 

Put off the swells, after all the work I’ve 

had to get them! Put off’’—he actually 

choked over the words—‘‘the Shah-da- 

shah, when you know there’s not another 

day in the season! Every night is taken. 

Why, what do you mean? What’s your 

reason ?”’ he almost screamed. 

‘“‘I—I thought the intense heat—lI 

fancied Ascot—races happening to- 

morrow, and I’m not feeling very— 

well,” she faltered lamely. 

“Oh, bosh! You look as fit as possible. 

Your reasons are no reasons. I suppose 

you are cut up about Tony—though why 

you should be is more than I can say— 

seeing that you refused him twice.” 

‘©On the contrary, I’m delighted at his 

Vor, TI. K 
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engagement. Pamela Pace is, as you 

know, a friend of mine. He promised 

to bring her to the dance without 

fans? 

‘‘ And the dance comes off on Wednes- 

day without fail.’ 

Lhe suggestion of its postponement 

had been made on Monday—after her 

return from the farm. 

‘‘And remember, Madeline, that I 

shall expect you to stir yourself—look 

after the decorations, have an eye to the 

supper-tables, and see that the men do 

the floors properly, and that there are no 

old waltzes in the programme. You will 

- have your work cut out, and I mine. It 

will be the busiest day in your life—one 

to talk of and look back on when you are 

a grandmother. It’s not a common event 

to entertain the Shah-da-shah!’’ As he 

said this he jumped up and began to 
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pace the room, rubbing his hands, in 

an ecstasy of anticipation. 

On the morning of the ball Mr. West 

was early about, arranging, ordering, 

superintending, and sending telegrams. 

“‘ Here’s a pile,” he suddenly exclaimed 

at breakfast-time, indicating a heap of 

letters. ‘‘I got these all yesterday from 

people asking for invitations—invitations 

for themselves, cousins, aunts, and so on, 

from folk who wouldn’t know us last 

season; but it’s my turn now! I'll have 

none of them. Whatever else the ball will 

be, it shall be select,’ waving his arm 

with a gesture that was Iudicrous in its 

pomposity. “By the way, that fellow 

Wynne—he belongs to my club, you know 

—and besides that, Bagge and Keepe 

have given him a brief in a case I’m 

much concerned in. Youremember him, 

eh?” 
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‘Yes, [ remember Mr. Wynne,” she 

answered rather stiffly. 

“Well, I met him in the street 

yesterday morning, and asked him for 

to-morrow. He’s a presentable-looking 
] sort of chap,” nodding rather apologeti- 

cally at his daughter; ‘‘ but, would you 

believe it, he would not come; though 

I told him it would be something out of 

the common. And fancy his reason ’’— 

pausing dramatically—the little man was 

still pacing the room—‘‘ you will never 

guess; you will be as astounded as I was. 

He said his child was ill.” 

Madeline never raised her eyes, but sat 

with them fixed upon a certain pattern 

on the carpet, not looking particularly 

interested, merely indifferent, white and 

rigid. | 

‘‘He appeared quite in a fright,” pro- 

ceeded Mr. West, volubly, ‘‘and very 
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much worried and put out. He had a 

case on in court, and wanted to get 

away. JI had no idea that he was a 

married man; had you?” 

Before Mr. Wynne’s wife’s dry lips 

could frame an appropriate answer to 

this awkward question, a footman entered 

with another bundle of notes on a salver, 

and thus Mr. West’s attention was diverted 

from his unhappy daughter. 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 

‘‘GONE OFF IN HER WHITE SHOES!”’ 

In due time all preparations were com- 

pleted for the reception of Mr. and Miss 

‘West’s guests. The grand staircase was 

lined with palm-trees and immense tropi- 

cal ferns, and lights were cunningly 

arranged amid the dusky foliage; a foun- 

tain of scent played at the head of this 

splendid and unique approach, and here 

stood the host and hostess side by side. 

Mr. West was adorned in a plain even- 

ing suit—(would, oh! would that he 

might have decked himself with chains 

and orders !)—and aperennial smile. His 
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daughter was arrayed in a French gown of 

white satin and white chiffon, powdered 

with silver. Diamonds shone on her 

bodice, her neck, and in her hair. She 

required no such adjuncts to set off 

her appearance, but there they were! 

Although tired and fagged, she looked 

as superior to most of her lady guests— 

who were chiefly of average everyday 

prettiness—as a Hucharist lily to a single 

dahlia, Her colour and eyes were ex- 

ceptionally bright, for she was flushed 

by fatigue, excitement, and anxiety. 

No news was good news, she told herself. 

The last telegram was reassuring. ‘There 

was no need to fret and worry. Half 

the miseries in the world are those that 

have never happened! So she cast doubt 

and care behind her as she took her 

place in the state quadrille and prepared 

to abandon herself to the occasion. No 
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one in their senses would suspect for a 

moment that the beautiful, brilliant Miss 

West had a care on her mind, much less 

that her heart was aching with suspense 

with regard to her sick child. 

She indeed lulled her fears to sleep, and 

played the part of hostess to perfection— 

not dancing over much, as became the 

lady of the house, till quite late in the 

evening, or rather early in the morning, 

and having a word—the right word— 

and a smile for everybody. 

# # # % 

The ball went off without a single 

drawback. The most fastidious young 

men avowed they had been “ well done; ”’ 

the most critical chaperones could 

detect no shortcomings in manners, part- 

ners, or refreshments. People enjoyed 

themselves; there was no after-supper 

exodus; the men and maidens found 
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that they were not bored, and changed 

their minds about ‘‘ going on.” 

Yes, distinguished guests remained 

unusually late. The supper, floor, and 

arrangements were faultless; and Mr. 

West was informed by one or two im- 

portant folk ‘‘ that such an entertainment 

reminded them of the Arabian Nights 

for its magnificence. It was a ball of 

balls,” 

The little speculator was almost beside 

himself with pride and self-satisfaction. 

Truly those many cheques that had to 

be drawn were already redeemed. He 

must, of course, pay for his whistle; but 

it was a pretty whistle, and worth its 

price. 

He unfolded his feelings to his daughter 

as they stood alone in the big ballroom, 

after the last guest had taken leave and 

the carriages were rapidly rolling from 
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the door. His sharp little eyes shone, 

his mouth twitched, his hand actually 

shook, not with champagne, but triumph. 

‘“You did it splendidly, Maddie. If 

you were a duchess you could not have 

hit it off better! I often wonder where 

you get your manners and air and way 

of saying things. Your mother was 

something of the same style, too. She 

had real blue blood in her veins; but she 

was not so sparkling as you are, though 

very vivacious. I must say those Miss 

Harpers did their duty by you. Well,” 

looking round, “‘it’s all over. They are 

putting out the candles, and there’s 

broad daylight outside. It’s been a 

success—a triumph! I wish some of my 

old chums had seen it. Bless me, how 

they would stare! A trifle better than 

Colonial dances. And wouldn’t they like 

to get hold of this in the Sydney Bulletin. 
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There’s a personal paper for you! I feel 

a bit giddy. I expect I shall be knocked 

up to-morrow—I mean to-day. Don’t 

you rise before dinner-time. There’s the 

sun streaming in. Get away to your 

bed!” 

Madeline had listened to this pan of 

triumphant complacency without any re- 

remark, merely opening her mouth to 

yawn, and yawn, and yawn. She was 

very tired; and now that the stir and 

whirl and excitement was over, felt ready 

to collapse from sheer fatigue. She, 

therefore, readily obeyed her parent’s 

behest, and, kissing him on his wrinkled 

cheek, walked off to her own room. 

Josephine, half asleep, was sitting up 

for her, the wax candles were guttering 

in their sockets, the electric light was 

struggling at the shutters with the sun. 

‘““Oh, mademoiselle!” said the maid, 
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rubbing her eyes, ‘‘ I’ve been asleep, I 

do believe. I’ve waited to unlace your 

dress, though you said I need not; but 

I know you could never do it yourself,”’ 

beginning her task at once, whilst her 

equally sleepy mistress stood before the 

mirror and slowly removed her gloves, 

bangles, and diamonds, and yawned at 

her own reflection. 

‘‘ Tt was splendid, mademoiselle. Jamais 

—pas méme a Paris—did I see such a 

féte! I saw it well from a place behind 

the band. What crowds, what toilettes ! 

but mademoiselle was the most char- 

mante of all. Ah! there is nothing like 

a French dressmaker—and a good figure, 

bien entendu. There were some cos- 

tumes that were ravishing in the ladies’ 

room. Ihelped. I sawthem.”’ | 

“Tt went off well, I think, Josephine, 

and papa is pleased; but I am glad that 
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it is over,’ said her mistress, wearily. 

‘‘ Mind you don’t let me sleep later than 

twelve o’clock on any account.”’ 

‘Twelve o’clock! and itis now six!”’ 

cried Josephine in a tone of horror. 

‘‘ Mademoiselle, you will be knocked up 

—you—— ”’ 

“Oh! what is this?” interrupted her 

mistress in a strange voice, snatching 

up a telegram that lay upon a table, its 

tan-coloured envelope as yet intact, and 

which had hitherto been concealed by a 

silver-backed hand-glass, as if it were of 

no importance. 

“Oh, I forgot! I fell asleep, you see. 

It came for you at eleven o’clock last 

night, just as the company were arriving, 

and I could not disturb you. I hope it 

is of no consequence.” 

But, evidently, it was of great conse- 

quence, for the young lady was reading 
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it with a drawn, ghastly countenance, 

and her hand holding the message shook 

so much that the paper rattled as if in 

a breeze of wind. 

And this is what she was reading with 

strained eyes. ‘‘Mrs. Holt to Miss 

West, 9.30.—Come immediately; there 

is a change.’’ And this was sent eight 

hours ago. 

‘‘ Josephine,” she said, with a look 

that appalled the little Frenchwoman, 

‘““why did you not give me this? It is 

a matter of life and death. If—if,” with 

a queer catch in her breath, ‘‘I am too 

late, I shall never, never, never forgive 

you! Here ’”’—with a gesture of frenzy, 

tearing off her dress—‘‘ take away this 

rag and these hateful things,” dragging 

the tiara out of her hair and flinging it 

passionately on the floor, “for which I 

have sold myself. Get me a common 
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gown, woman. Quick, quick! and don’t 

stand looking like a fool!”’ 

Josephine had indeed been looking on 

as if she was petrified, and asking herself 

if her mistress had not suddenly gone 

stark-staring mad? Mechanically she 

picked up the despised ball-dress and 

brought out a morning cotton, which 

Madeline wrested from her hands and 

flung over her head, saying— 

‘Send for a hansom—fly—fly ! ”’ 

And thus exhorted and catching a spark 

of the other’s excitement, she ran out 

of the room and hurriedly dispatched a 

heavy-eyed and amazed footman for the 

cab, with many lively and impressive 

gesticulations. 

When she returned she found that 

Madeline had already fastened her dress, 

flung on a cape and the first hat she 

could find, and, with a purse in one hand 
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and her gloves in another, was actually 

ready. So was the hansom, for one had 

been found outside, still lingering and 

hoping for a fare. Madeline did not 

delay a second. She ran downstairs 

between the fading lights, the tropical 

palms, the withering flowers, which had 

had their one little day, and it was over. 

Down she fled along the red-cloth carpet- 

ings, under the gay awnings, and sprang 

into the vehicle. 

Josephine, who hurried after her, was 

just in time to see her dash from the 

door. 

“Grand ciel!’’ she ejaculated to two 

amazed men-servants, who now stood 

beside her, looking very limp in the 

bright summer morning. ‘‘ Did any one 

ever see the like of that? She has gone 

away in her white satin ball-slippers.”’ 

“What's up? What’s the matter?” 
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demanded one of her companions autho- 

ritatively. ‘‘What’s the meaning of 

Miss West running out of the house as 

if she was going for a fire-engine or the 

police? Is she mad?” 

“JT can’t tell you. It was something 

that she heard by telegram. ‘Some one 

is ill. She talked of life or death; she 

is mad with fear of something. Oh, you 

should have seen her eyes! She looked, 

when she opened the paper, awful! I 

thought she would have struck me be- 

cause I kept it back.” 

‘‘ Anyhow, whatever it is, she could 

not have gone before,” said the first 

footman, with solemn importance. ‘‘ But 

what the devil can it be?’’ he added, as 

he stroked his chin reflectively. 

This was precisely the question upon 

which no one could throw the least 

glimmer of light; and, leaving the three 

VOL. III. L 
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servants to their speculations, we follow 

Madeline down to the Holt. She caught 

an early train. She was equally lucky 

in getting a fly at the station (by bribing 

heavily) and implored the driver to gallop 

the whole way. She arrived at the farm 

at eight o’clock, and rushed up the 

garden and burst into the kitchen white 

and breathless. But she was too late. 

The truth came home to her with an 

agonizing pang. She felt as if a dagger 

had been thrust into her heart, for there 

at the table sat Mrs. Holt, her elbows 

resting on it, her apron thrown over her 

head. She was sobbing long, long gasp- 

ing sobs, and looked the picture of grief. 

Madeline shook as if seized with a 

sudden palsy as she stood in the door- 

way. Her lips refused to move or form 

a sound; her heart was beating in her 

very throat, and would assuredly choke 
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her. She could not have asked a ques- 

tion if her life depended on it. 

Mrs. Holt, hearing steps, threw down 

her apron and confronted her. 

‘“Ay, I thought it might be you!”’ 

she ejaculated in a husky voice. ‘‘ Well, 

it’s all over! . . . He died, poor darling, 

at daybreak, in these arms!”’ holding out 

those two hard-working extremities to 

their fullest extent, with a gesture that 

spoke volumes. 

‘T will not believe it; it is not true; 

it—it is impossible!” broke in the 

wretched girl. ‘‘The doctor said that 

there was no danger. Oh, Mrs. Holt, 

for God’s sake, I implore you to tell me 

that you are only frightening me! You 

think I have not been a good mother, 

that I want a lesson, that—that —I 

will see for myself,” hurrying across the 

kitchen and opening a well-known door. 



148 Married or Single? 

CHAPTER XXXVIII. 

DEATH AND SICKNESS. 

Aas! what was this that she beheld, 

and that turned every vein in her body 

to ice? It was death for the first time. 

There before her, in the small cot, lay a 

little still figure, with closed eyes and 

folded hands, a lily between them; the 

bed around it—yes, it was now 7— 

already strewn with white flowers, on 

which the morning dew still lingered. — 

Who strews white flowers on the living ? 

Yes, Harry was dead! ‘T'here was no 

look of suffering now on the little brow; 

he seemed as if he was sleeping; his soft 
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fair curls fell naturally over his forehead ; 

his long dark lashes swept his cheek. 

He might be asleep! But why was he 

so still? No breath, no gentle rising and 

falling disturb his tiny crossed hands, so 

lately full of life and mischief—and now ! 

With a low cry Madeline fell upon her 

knees beside the child, and laid her lips 

on his. Howcold they were! But, no, 

he could not be dead! ‘‘ Harry, Harry,’” 

she whispered. ‘‘ Harry, I have come. 

Open your eyes, darling, for me, only 

one moment, and look at me, or I shall 

go mad!” 

‘“‘So you have come,” said a voice 

close to her, and starting round she saw 

Laurence, pale and haggard from a long 

vigil, and stern as an avenging angel. 

“Tt was hardly worth while now; there 

is nothing to need your care any longer. 

Poor little child! he is gone. He wanted 
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you; he called as long as he could articu- 

late for his ‘mummy ’—his ‘ pretty, pretty 

mummy.” Here his faltering voice 

broke, and he paused for a second, then 

continued in a sudden burst of indigna- 

tion. “And whilst he was dying, his 

mother was dancing!” glancing as he 

spoke at her visible, and incriminating 

white satin shoes. 

‘“T only got the telegram this morning 

at six o’clock,’’ returned Madeline with 

awful calmness. The full reality had not 

come home to her yet. 

‘You were summoned when the child 

was first taken il. Yes, I know you had 

a great social part to play—that you - 

dared not be absent, that you dared not 

tell your father that another, the holiest, 

nearest, dearest of claims, appealed to 

you,’’ pointing to the child. ‘‘ You have 

sacrificed us, you have sacrificed all, to 
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your Moloch—money. But it is not 

fitting that I should reproach you here; 

your conscience—and surely you are not 

totally hardened—will tell you far sadder, 

sterner truths than any human lips.” 

She stood gazing at him vacantly, hold- 

ing the brass bar at the head of the bed 

in both hands. “It may be some poor 

consolation to you to know that, although 

your presence would have been a comfort, 

nothing could have saved him. From 

the time the change set in last evening, 

the doctor pronounced the case hopeless.”’ 

Madeline still stood and looked at the 

speaker as if she were in a trance, and 

he, although he spoke with a certain sort 

of deliberation, and as if he was address- 

ing one whose mind found it difficult to 

grasp a subject, surveyed her with a pale 

set face, and his eyes shone like a flame. 

“There is no occasion for you to 
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remain; I will make all arrangements. 

The tie between us is severed: you and 

T are as dead to one another as the child 

is to us both. We have nothing now in 

common but a grave.’’ His grief and 

indignation left no room for pity. 

Incidents which take some time to 

describe, are occasionally almost instan- 

taneous in action. It was barely five 

minutes since Madeline had entered the 

farmhouse, and become aware of her loss, 

and now she was looking with stony 

eyes upon the destruction of everything 

that in her inmost soul she valued. Her 

child had wound himself into her heart. 

He was dead ; he had died in a stranger’s 

arms, neglected by his own mother. 

Laurence was also lost to her for ever! 

‘‘ Have you nothing to say ?”’ he asked 

at last, as she still remained silent and 

immovable. 
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She clutched the brass rail fiercely in 

her grasp ; there was a desperate expres- 

sion in her face. She looked like some 

euilty, undefended prisoner, standing at 

the bar of judgment. ) 

‘‘Have you no feeling, no words— 

nothing ?”’ 

Still she stared at him wildly—speech- 

less. He scrutinized her sharply. Her 

lips were parched and open. ‘There was 

acute suffering in her pallid face, and 

dazed, dilated eyes. And, before he had 

time to realize what was about to happen, 

she had fallen in a dead faint. 

Mrs. Holt was hastily summoned, and 

she was laid upon Mrs. Holt’s spare bed, 

whilst burnt feathers were apphed to her 

nostrils ; her hands were violently rubbed, 

and every old-fashioned remedy was 

exhausted. The farmer’s wife could 

scarcely contain her resentment against 
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this young woman, who had not deserved 

to be the mother of her dead darling, 

especially as she took notice of the 

diamonds still glittering in her ears, and 

of her white silk stockings and satin 

shoes. These latter items outraged her 

sense of propriety even more than Made- 

line’s absence the previous night. She 

lifted up one of these dainty slippers 

from where it had fallen on the floor, as 

its owner was being carried to bed, and 

surveyed it indignantly. 

‘‘Tt’s danced a good lot, this ’ere shoe ! 

Look at the sole. Look at the satin, 

there; it’s frayed, and it was new last 

night, Pll be bound! It’s a pretty little 

foot, though; but you need not fear for 

her, Mr. Wynne. It’s not grief as ails 

her as much as you think. She never 

was one as had much feeling—it’s just 

dancing! She’s been on the floor the 
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whole night, and she is just about done.” 

And, tossing the miserable tell-tale shoe 

indignantly to one side, she added, ‘‘ It’s 

dancing—not grief!” 

When Madeline recovered conscious- 

ness, she could not at first remember 

where she was, but gradually the dreadful 

truth dawned upon her mind; yet, strange 

to say, she never shed one single tear. 

“No; not one ‘tear, as I live by 

bread,” Mrs. Holt reported truthfully. 

‘‘ Her face was as dry as a flint. Did 

ever any one know the like?” The 

worthy woman, who had wept copiously 

herself, and whose eyes and nose testified 

to the fact for days, did not know, had 

never yet seen ‘‘the grief too deep for 

tears.”’ 

Madeline went—her husband having 

returned to town—and locked herself into 

the room, and sat alone with the little 
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corpse. Her sorrow was stony-eyed and 

hard; her grief the worst of grief—the 

loss of a child. And it was edged with 

what gave it a searching and agonizing 

point—remorse. Oh, that she might 

have him back—half her life for half a 

day—to look in his eyes, to whisper in 

his ears! But those pretty brown eyes 

were closed for ever; that little waxen 

ear would never more listen to a human 

voice. Surely she was the most un- 

happy woman who ever walked the earth, 

for to her was denied the comfort 

of atonement! She had been weak, 

wicked, unnatural; she had been a neg- 

lectful mother to her poor little son. And 

now, that she was yearning to be all that 

a mother should, now that she would 

verily give her life for his, it was too 

late ! 

So long did she remain still and silent, 
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so long was there no sound, not even 

of sobs, in that darkened room, that Mrs. 

Holt became alarmed; and towards sun- 

down came authoritatively to the door 

with loud knocks and a cup of tea. 

‘“‘ A fly had arrived to take her back to 

the station. Mr. Wynne had ordered it, 

and she must come out and have a cup 

of tea and go. She would do no good to 

any one by making herself ill.”’ 

And, by reason of her importunities, 

Mrs. Holt prevailed. The doorwas thrown 

back, and Mrs. Wynne came out with a 

face that—the farmer’s wife subsequently 

described—fairly frightened her. She 

had to stand over her and make her 

drink the tea, and had all the work in the 

world to prevail on her and coax her to 

eo back to town. No, she would remain ; 

she was determined to remain. 

However, Mrs. Holt had a still more 
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robust will, and gradually coaxed her 

guest into returning home for just that 

one night. Anyway, she must go and 

fetch her clothes. She would be coming 

for the funeral. Mr. Wynne had said 

something about Friday. She could 

return. Best go now. 

“Yes,” answered Madeline, leaning 

against the doorway from pure physical 

weakness, and speaking in a curious, 

husky voice. ‘‘I am going to tell my 

father all, and I shall return to-morrow.” 

And then she went reluctantly down 

the walk, looking back over and over 

again at a certain window with a drawn 

blind, still wearing her white shoes—Mrs. 

Holt’s were three sizes too large for her— 

and, still without one single tear, she got 

into the fly and was driven away. | 

When she returned to Belgrave Square 

—haggard, distraught, and ghastly in 
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colour—she found that Mr. West had 

kept his room the whole day; that the 

house had returned to its normal con- 

dition, the palms and awnings were gone, 

and ‘‘dinner was laid in the library.” 

Thus she was blandly informed by the 

butler as she passed upstairs, the butler 

being far too gentlemanly a person to 

even hint his amazement at her appear- 

ance by look or tone. 

But Miss West did not dine in the 

library. She went to bed, which she 

never left for six long weeks. Diphtheria 

developed itself. The drains of 365, 

Belgrave Square, were unjustly blamed. 

Miss West had got a chill the night of 

the dance, and it was known in society 

that for many, many days the charming 

hostess lay between life and death. 

Josephine, a romantic and imaginative 

Gaul, had long believed that her mistress 
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had a secret love affair. She drew her 

own inferences; she sympathized, and 

she commanded the household to keep 

silence respecting Miss West’s mysterious 

errand. ‘The morning after the ball, 

when diphtheria developed, the house was 

rapidly emptied. Hiven Josephine fled, 

and left her lady in the hands of trained 

nurses. Mr. West and a few domestics 

stuck to their posts, the infected quarter 

being rigorously isolated by means of 

sheets dipped in disinfectant fluid. 

Few of the gay guests ventured to leave 

cards at the house. Diphtheriais an awful 

scourge, and this is the age of microbes. 

In old times ignorance was bliss. 

Many kind inquiries and anxious mes- 

sages came by letter, and not a few 

men questioned Mr. West at his club. 

His daughter was such a lovely creature, 

so full*of vitality, she enjoyed every 
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moment of her life. Oh, it would be a 

thousand pities if she were to die! 

Strange as it seemed, there was no 

more regular inquirer than Mr. Wynne. 

On the day when Madeline was at her 

worst, when three grave doctors con- 

sulted together in her boudoir, Mr. Wynne 

actually came to the house; and later 

he appeared to be continually in the club 

—which was more or less empty. The 

season was past. People were on the 

wing for the seaside or the moors; but 

Mr. Wynne still lingered on in town. 

Mr. West was constantly knocking up 

against him in the club hall or reading- 

room, and the more he saw of him the 

better he liked him. He was always so 

sympathetic somehow about Madeline, 

although he had scarcely known her, and 

took a sincere interest in hearing what 

the doctors said, and how they could not 
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understand how or where she had caught 

the infection. There was not a single 

case of diphtheria in their neighbourhood. 

And his daughter’s dangerous illness 

was not the little man’s only anxiety. 

Part of his great fortune was also in a 

very dangerous condition. The panic in 

Australia was spreading, and though he 

bore a stout heart and refused to sell— 

indeed, it was impossible to dispose of 

much of his stock—yet he never knew 

the hour or day when he might not find 

himself a comparatively poor man. As 

soon as Madeline was better and fit to 

move he would go to Sydney, and look 

after his own affairs. Meanwhile he | 

began to retrench ; he withdrew his com- 

mission for the lease of a moor, for a 

diamond and emerald parure; he put 

down all his horses but two; and he 

placed the Belgrave mansion on the 
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market. The house was too large to 

be comfortable, and the sanitary arrange- 

ments were apparently unsafe. 

As soon as the invalid was pronounced 

fit to move she was taken to Brighton, 

where, there being no risk of infection, 

Mr. and Miss West and suite were com- 

fortably established in one of the best 

hotels, and at first the invalid made 

tolerable progress towards recovery. By 

the lst of September she was permitted 

to go out in a bath-chair, or even to take 

a short drive daily. All who saw her 

agreed that her illness had told upon 

her most terribly. Her colour had de- 

parted, her eyes and cheeks were hollow ; 

her beauty was indeed a faded flower—a 

thing of the past! 
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CHAPTER XXXIX. 

WHITE FLOWERS. 

As soon as practicable Madeline stole a 

visit to Mrs. Holt, Mr. West having much 

business of importance in London. 

‘IT have been ill,” she gasped as she 

tottered into the familiar kitchen, “ or 

I would have come back long ago.”’ 

““So you have, I declare. Dear heart 

alive! and aged by years, and just skin 

and bone. Sit down, sit down,’ drag- 

ging forward a chair and feeling for the 

keys, with a view to a glass of wine for | 

Mrs. Wynne, who looked like fainting. 

‘“No, no. Never mind; I can’t stay. 



White Flowers. 165 

But tell me where it is, Mrs. Holt— 

where have they buried him ?”’ 

‘‘No, no. Now sit you down,” en- 

forcing her request with her hand. ‘‘ Mr. 

Wynne was thinking of burying him 

with his own people in Kent; but it was 

too far away, so he is laid in Monks 

Norton, with a lovely stone over him. 

I’ve been there,’ and then she pro- 

ceeded to give the unhappy mother a 

minute description of the funeral, the 

coffin with silver plates, and a full ac- 

count of the last resting-place, keeping 

all the while an angry and incredulous 

eye on her visitor’s coloured dress. 

“You are not in black, I see,’’ looking 

at her own new black merino with some 

complacency. 

‘‘No, Mrs. Holt; I—I never thought 

of it, if you will believe me. My head 

was full of other things and my heart too 
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sore; but I will wear mourning out- 

wardly, as I wear it in my soul, and— 

heart—to the end of my days.” 

‘Well, I do wonder as you never 

thought of a bit of black,” sniffed the 

other, incredulously. ‘‘’Tis mostly the 

first thing!” 

‘Sometimes, I suppose,’’ responded 

her visitor wearily. ‘‘And now, Mrs. 

Holt, I must go; I know that you think 

badly of me, and I deserve it.”’ 

‘¢ Well, ma’am, I can’t say but I do!” 

Her tone was of an intensity that con- 

veyed a far greater degree of disapproval 

than mere words could convey. ‘ But 

my opinion ain’t of no value to the likes 

of you.” 

‘“You were very good to him. You 

took my place; I will not thank you. | 

You do not want my thanks. You did 

all for his own sake and for pure love. 
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Oh, Mrs. Holt, if I could only live the 

last two years over again !”’ 

“There’s nothing like beginning a 

new leaf, ma’am. You have Mr. Wynne 

still.” 

‘Mr. Wynne will never forgive me— 

never. He said so. He said——”’ 

Then her voice failed. ‘‘ Good-bye, Mrs. 

Holt.” 

‘Ay, I’m coming to the gate with 

you. IJ’ll tell Tom Holler where to take 

ye; it’s in or about three miles. You'd 

like a few white flowers? ‘The lilies are 

just a wonder for beauty.” 

‘No, no, no. I won’t trouble you. I 

won’t take them,” she protested tremu- 

lously. 

‘Oh, but indeed you must!” Mrs. 

Holt was determined that, as far as lay 

in her power, Mrs. Wynne should respect 

les convenances, and, seizing a knife as 
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they passed through the kitchen, cut 

quite a sheaf of white lilies, whilst Made- 

line stood apathetically beside her, as if 

she was a girlin a dream. 

Tonks Norton was an old, a very old 

grey country church, thickly surrounded 

by gravestones—a picturesque place on 

the side of a hill, far away from any habi- 

tation, save the clerk’s cottage and a 

pretty old rectory house smothered in ivy. 

As Madeline pushed open the heavy 

lych gate, she was aware that she was 

not the only visitor to the churchyard. 

On a walk some little way off stood two 

smartly dressed girls, whom she knew— 

London acquaintances—and an elderly 

gentleman, with a High Church waist- 

coat, apparently the rector. 

They had their backs turned towards. 

her, and were talking in a very animated 

manner. They paused for a second as 



White Flowers. 169 

they noticed a tall lady turn slowly down 

a pathway, as if she was looking for 

something—for a grave, of course. Then 

resumed their discussion, just where they 

had left 1t off. 

‘“< Tt’s too sweet!’ said one of the girls 

rapturously, ‘‘ quite a beautiful idea, and 

you say put up recently ? ”’ 

‘'Yes,’’ assented the rector, who took 

a personal pride in all the nice new tomb- 

stones, ‘‘ only last Saturday week. It’s 

quite a work of art, is it not? ”’ 

‘““Yes,’’ returned the second lady. 

‘‘ You say that it was a child, brought by 

the father, and that he was very much 

cut up. His name was Wynne—one of 

the Wynnes. It can’t be our Mr. Wynne, 

Laura; he is not married.”’ 

“Oh, there are dozens of Wynnes,”’ 

replied her sister. ‘‘ And you said it was 

a sad little funeral, did you not, Uncle 
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Fred? ‘Only the father and a friend and 

two country-people. The mother——’”’ 

At this moment the girl was aware 

of some one coming behind her—a tall 

person, who could look over her shoulder 

—some one whose approach had not 

been noticed on the grass; and, turning 

quickly, she found herself face to face 

with—of all people in the world !—Miss 

West, who was carrying an immense 

bunch of freshly cut lilies. She gave 

a little exclamation of surprise as she 

put out her hand, saying— 

‘Miss West, I’m so charmed to see 

you. I heard you had been so ill. I 

hope you are better?” 

‘Yes, I have been ill,” returned the 

other languidly, wishing most fervently 

that these gay Miss Dancers would go 

away and leave her alone with her dead. 

They were standing before the very 
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grave she was in search of—a white, 

upright marble cross, on the foot of 

which was written in gilt letters — 

Harry WYNNE, 

Diep [here followed the date], 

AGED 2 YEARS AND 7 MONTHS. 

“Ts it well with the child? It is well!” (2 Kings iv. 26). 

‘We have just been admiring this 

pretty tombstone, Miss West—so un- 

common and so appropriate. I have 

never seen that text before, have you?” 

Madeline turned away her eyes, and 

with wonderful self-command said, ‘‘ No, 

she never had.” 

“‘T wonder what Wynnes he belonged 

to. It does not say. The head of the 

Wynnes is very poor. The old estate 

of Rivals Wynne has passed out of the 

family. I saw it last summer. It is a 

lovely old place—about two miles from 

Aunt Jessie’s — delightful for picnics. 
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Such woods! But the house is almost 

aruin. The old chapel and banqueting- 

hall and ladies’ gallery are roofless. It’s 

a pity when these old families go down, 

is it not, and die out?” 

‘““ Yes, a pity,’ she answered mechani- 

cally. 

There was, after this, a rather long 

silence. Miss West was not disposed 

to converse. Oh, why could they not 

go away? and her time was so precious! 

Perhaps they divined something of her 

thoughts; for the sisters looked at one 

another—a look that mutually expressed 

amazement at finding the gay Miss West 

among the tombs of a lonely rural church- 

yard; and one of them said— 

‘Ts it not delightful to get into the 

country? I suppose you are staying 

in the neighbourhood for the yeomanry 

ball?” 
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Madeline made no reply. Possibly her 

illness had affected her hearing. 

“This old church is considered quite 

the local sight. Our uncle is the rector. 

If you have come to look for any 

particular grave, we know the whole 

churchyard, and can help you to find 

it with pleasure.” 

This was one of the remarks that Miss 

Laura Dancer subsequently wished she 

had not made. 

Miss West murmured her thanks, and 

shook her head. And the girls, seeing 

that she evidently wished to be by herself 

—and, after begging her with one breath 

to “come and have tea at the rectory”’ 

—pranced down to the lych gate on their 

high-heeled shoes, followed more leisurely _ 

by the rector. 

And at last Madeline was alone. But 

how could she kneel on the turf and press 
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her lips to the cold marble and drop her 

bitter tears over her lost darling with 

other eyes upon her? How could she 

tell that the windows in yonder rectory 

did not overlook every corner and every 

erave? She laid the lilies on the turf, 

and stood at the foot of the new little 

mound for half an hour, kissed the name 

upon the cross, gathered a few blades 

of grass, and then went away. 

The Miss Dancers, who had a fair share 

of their mother Eve’s curiosity, had been 

vainly laying their heads together to 

discover what had brought Miss West 

to Monk’s Norton church; and over the 

tea-table they had been telling their 

aunt and uncle what a very important © 

personage Miss West was in the eyes 

of society—how wealthy, how run after, 

how beautiful, and what a catch she 

would be for some young man if she 
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could be caught! But she was so 

difficult to please. She was so cold; 

she froze her admirers if they ever got 

further than asking for dances. 

‘¢ All heiresses are said to be handsome, 

no matter what their looks. She is no 

beauty, poor thing! She looks as if she 

is dying. How can any one admire 

lantern jaws, sunken eyes, and a pale 

face? Give me round rosy cheeks.”’ 

And the rector glanced significantly at 

his two nieces, who were not slow to 

accept the compliment. 

‘¢ Oh, aunty, she is shockingly changed 

since I saw her last,” said Laura. ‘‘ She 

really was pretty; every one said so— 

even other women. She had an immense 

reputation as a beauty; and when she 

came into a ballroom nobody else was 

looked at.” 

“Well, my lasses,” said the rector, 
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rising and brushing the crumbs of cake 

from his knees, ‘‘the world’s idea of 

peauty must have altered very much 

since I was a young man; or else your 

friend has altered greatly. Believe me, 

she would not be looked at now.” 

So saying, he went off to his study, 

presumably to write his Sunday sermon— 

perhaps to read the newspaper. 

His nieces put on their hats again, and 

went out and had a game of tennis. 

Tennis between sisters is a little slow; 

and after a time Laura said— 

‘Look here, Dolly, supposing we go 

up to the churchyard and see where she 

has left those flowers. There would be © 

no harm in that, would there ?”’ 

Her sister warmly agreed to the sug- 

gestion, and the two set forth on their 

quest with eager alacrity. 

They discovered the object of their 
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walk without any difficulty; for the 

lovely white lilies were quite a prominent 

object on the green turf. 

Miss West had laid them upon the new 

grave—the child’s grave. How strange! 

VOL. III. N 
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CHAPTER XL, 

A FORLORN HOPE. 

Tue hurried expedition to the Holt Farm, 

and subsequent visit to Monk’s Norton, 

had not agreed with Miss West. She 

had a most mysterious relapse, inex- 

plicable alike to her father and her 

medical adviser. 

The former had left her comparatively 

- better, ere starting for a long day in . 

London. Little did he guess that the 

invalid had followed him by the next 

train, had given Josephine a holiday, had 

travelled into Hampshire, and gone 

through more mental and bodily stress 
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than would exhaust a woman in robust 

health, had returned but an hour before 

him in a prostrate condition—and had 

subsequently kept her room for days. 

‘“T cannot account for it,’ the doctor 

said. ‘‘ Great physical debility. But, 

besides this, there is some mental 

trouble.” 

‘‘ Tinpossible!’’ rejoined Mr. West, 

emphatically. 

‘‘At any rate she must be roused, or 

I cannot answer for the consequences. 

She has no wish to get well. She 

won’t take the trouble to live. I think, 

if you could manage to get her on board 

ship, a sea voyage might have a good 

effect.” 

Yes, that would be the very thing, and 

fall in with Mr. West’s plans. A trip 

to Australia. 

‘* How about a trip out to Sydney ?”’ 
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“Yes; and the sooner you can get 

her off the better. Her illness is more 

mental than physical. She will perhaps 

recover amid totally strange surround- 

ings, and where there is nothing to recall 

whatever is preying on her mind.” 

“Preying on—stuff and nonsense— 

preying on a goose’s mind!” cried Mr. 

West, irascibly. 

‘“T dare say whatever preyed upon a 

goose’s mind would have a scanty meal,” 

said the physician rather stiffly. 

‘¢ But she has never had a care in her 

life !”’ 

‘“Umph!”’ rejoined the other doubt- 

fully. ‘‘ No love affairs ?”’ 

‘¢ Not one.” 

‘¢ Well, I won’t conceal from you that 

she is in a most critical state. Take her 

abroad at once; you have given up your 

town house, you tell me; you have no 
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anchor, no ties. You should start im- 

mediately, and be sure you humour her, 

and coax her into the trip, for it is only 

right to tell you that it’s just touch and 

gail? 

This was terrible news to Mr. West. 

His daughter had lost her looks, her 

spirits, her health; was he to lose her 

altogether? He broke the news of a 

sea voyage to her rather timidly that 

same evening. She listened to his eager 

schemes, his glowing word-paintings, his 

prophecy of a jolly good time, with a dull 

vacant eye, and totally indifferent air. 

“Yes, if he wished— whatever he 

pleased,” she assented languidly. It 

was all the same, she reflected, where 

she died, on land or sea. But to one 

item she dissented—she objected to the 

proffered company of Mrs. Leach. 

“This was just a sick girl’s whim!” 



182 Married or Single? 

said Mr. West to himself, and he would 

not argue out the matter at present; but 

he was secretly resolved that the charm- 

ing widow should be one of the party. 

She had written him such heart-broken 

letters about Madeline from Scarborough 

(but she had not seen Madeline since her 

illness had been pronounced infectious). 

There was no fear now, and the doctor 

had said that a cheerful lady companion, 

whom the invalid liked, and who would 

share her cabin and look after her and 

cheer her, was essential. Who so suitable 

as Mrs. Leach? He would pay her re- 

turn passage and all expenses ; and when 

Madeline had retired, he sat down and 

penned an eager letter to her to that 

effect. ; 

In two days Mrs. Leach was at 

Brighton, with a quantity of luggage— 

boxes, bags—and in a fascinating cloak 
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and hat, had rushed into the hand-shake 

of her dear Mr. West. She was looking 

remarkably brilliant. Oh, what a contrast 

to his poor emaciated child, who in- 

creased her forlorn appearance by wearing 

a black dress! She did not give Mrs. 

Leach a particularly cordial reception. 

‘‘She does not care to see any one,” 

explained Mr. West apologetically, when 

he and his enchantress sat vis-a-vis over 

dessert. ‘‘ She takes no interest in any- 

thing on earth—it’s mental, the doctors 

say,’ touching his forehead. ‘‘ She has 

had not only diphtheria, but some sort of 

shock. She sits moping and weeping 

all day; she never opens a book, never 

opens her lips; she never listens to half 

that is said to her; she won't cat, she 

can’t sleep, and she insists on wearing 

black. I can’t understand it.” 

But Mrs. Leach could; she saw it all. 
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Whoever the man was in the background 

of Madeline’s life, he was dead. Hither 

that, or he had deceived her, and, as a 

result, she was almost crazy with grief. 

And what a wreck! 

Mrs. Leach took everything firmly in 

her grasp at once; she was unusually 

active and busy. They were to sail in 

ten days, and there was Madeline’s 

outfit; but here no interference was 

permitted. Madeline selected her own 

wardrobe—a few black gowns. However, 

on the other hand, Mrs. Leach looked 

well after Madeline’s correspondence; all 

letters were brought first to her. She 

did not wish Mr. West’s sharp eyes to 

notice the swarms of bills which pursued 

her, and she passed all his and his 

daughter’s letters in review ere they were 

laid upon the breakfast or afternoon tea- 

table. Madeline never appeared until the 
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afternoon, and exhibited no interest in the 

daily post; she was, however, pleased to 

see Lady Rachel and her brother, who 

came down from town, ere their departure 

to Scotland, expressly to wish her a bon 

voyage and a speedy return. They were 

really quite affected when they beheld 

what was neither more nor less than the 

spectre of Madeline West—the gay and 

radiant girl of last season ! 

They had brought her books, flowers, 

her favourite Fuller’s sweets, many scraps 

of news, and, under the influence of their 

infectious spirits, she cheered up tempo- 

rarily. Mrs. Leach, however, despite the 

coldness of Lady Rachel and surliness of 

Lord Tony, remained of the company, act- 

ing as a sort of female warder; and there 

was no really free intercourse. In spite 

of broad hints, she stuck most perti- 

naciously to her seat and her silk sock, 
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throwing in observations every now and 

then. Certainly she was thick-skinned. 

At last Lady Rachel said boldly— 

“Now, Madeline, take me to your 

room, my dear.’ 

Madeline rose with an effort. 

‘‘Oh, my dearest, you must not go 

into the draught on any account! TI’ll 

take Lady Rachel to mine.’’ 

‘No, thank you, Mrs. Leach; I rather 

wish to have Miss West to myself for a 

little, and I dare say she can wrap up if 

the draughts are so much keener now 

than at any other time of the day,” and 

Lady Rachel carried her point. 

‘““T wanted to speak to you alone, 

Maddie,”’ she said as she closed the door, 

“and that odious, thick-skinned, alligator 

of a woman never gave me a chance! 

She knows that I loathe her, and might 

put you on your guard.” 
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“Tam on my guard. I know her, I 

think, even better than you do.” 

‘And you don’t like her?” 

‘No, I don’t trust her.” 

“T should hope not. She is a regular 

sort of society adventuress; a notorious 

evil-speaker, liar, and slanderer; always 

poking into secrets, and levying genteel 

blackmail. I had such an account of her 

from Mrs. Berthon lately. I never liked 

her—never; but I was not up to ail her 

history. Her father was a coal merchant, 

and a man of very low origin—she is a 

nobody. Major Leach was caught; he 

thought she had a quantity of money. 

That is always her bait—display, dress, 

diamonds. His family no longer speak 

to her, though she quotes them on all 

occasions, and gives them as reference to 

hotels and banks, and lets them in. She 

owes my dressmaker six hundred pounds, 
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and she has put her off with the excuse 

that she is going to marry an immensely 

rich man!” 

‘‘Really! who can it be?” indifferently. 

“Can’t you guess, you dear blind 

bat?” 

‘* Not my father ?”’ 

‘Well, I hope not. You must rouse 

yourself and interfere; elderly men are 

so easily made fools of. Is it true that 

she is going with you to Sydney, or is it 

just a piece of gossip ?”’ 

‘* Yes, 16 1s quite true.” 

“Then you must stop it; you really 

must, unless you wish to have her as a 

stepmother. She will be engaged before 

you are at Gib. I think I can see her in 

smart board-ship frocks, very pleasant, 

very helpless; your father, an idle man, 

waiting on her assiduously, and carrying 

her wraps and books; you below, hors de 
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combat. Oh, she will not lose her oppor- 

tunity, and she sticks at nothing.” 

‘‘T’m afraid I can’t stop her !’’ 

‘“T tell you you must. I wish I was 

going with you instead.” 

‘©Oh, how I wish you were! ” 

“But I can’t; my plans are cut and 

dried by Mr. J. I shall write to you 

often, dear, and expect to see you back 

in six mcnths, or at least twelve, looking 

quite yourself; now, promise me.”’ 

Madeline, whose spirits were running 

down and a reaction setting in, made no 

answer, save tears. 

Lady Rachel’s warning sank into fruit- 

ful soil. Madeline plucked up sufficient 

energy to urge her father to relieve her 

of her incubus. 

‘“‘T should much prefer being alone; I 

should wdeed.”’ 

‘Pooh, pooh, my dear! ”’ recalling her 
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doctor’s advice, and thinking what an 

agreeable shipmate he was providing, not 

only for Madeline, but himself. ‘‘ Non- 

sense; it’s all settled, passages booked. 

No change possible.” 

‘‘T shall be far happier without her.”’ 

‘Oh, rubbish! You are just weak now, 

and fanciful. Mrs. Leach is devoted to 

you.”’ 

‘‘T doubt it; and, father, let me tell you 

a secret. I don’t like her. I am sure she 

is not sincere. She is not straight.” 

“Come, come; she is as sincere as 

most women. I wonder who has been 

putting these notions into your head— 

Lady Rachel, eh? Mrs. Leach gave me 

a hint. Lady Rachel is all very well, 

and very pleasant; but a bit rapid, you 

know.” 

‘‘ Whatever she does is open and above- 

board,” protested Madeline warmly. 
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“17m not so sure of that, my dear. 

Mrs. Leach knows a few things that 

would never stand the light, and her 

ladyship is aware of this, and that’s why 

she hates our good friend, and wants 

to set you against her.” 

Madeline, weak and miserable, could 

not argue. She was powerless against the 

attractive widow. She, poor hollow-eyed 

wreck, was no fitting opponent for the 

fascinating Flora, whose battery of beauty 

and smiles was most effective, and had 

captivated Madeline’s susceptible parent. 

Her influence was far more powerful than 

Madeline’s, on the question of what was 

for the benefit of the invalid, and the 

invalid saw that it was useless to prolong 

the secret struggle, and succumbed to 

her fate. 

Laurence Wynne had not come across 

Mr. West for a considerable time; but he 
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knew that the Wests were at Brighton, 

and that Miss West was almost con- 

valescent. It was the end of October, 

London was filling, and he was lunching 

at his club, with one or two acquaintances 

at the same table, when one of them 

said— 

‘‘ Hullo! there’s old West. I must go 

and have a word with him presently. He 

looks rather down; not half as smart and 

perky as last year.” 

‘‘He has lost a good deal of money!” 

observed the other. 

‘‘Yes; but not as much as is supposed. 

He is an uncommonly shrewd old boy, 

and knows when to save himself; but he 

can’t save himself from his present trouble. 

He is going to lose his daughter ? ”’ 

‘‘ His what ?’’ put in Wynne, quickly. 

‘Daughter. Surely you've heard of 

the lovely Miss West? She was the rage 
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for two seasons. She got diphtheria in 
i] the summer, and 

‘Yes, yes; I know,” impatiently. 

‘Well, he took her down to. Brighton, 

and she had a bad relapse of some kind. 

I was there on Saturday last, and I saw 

her. Her carriage had stopped at a shop 

I was coming out of. I give you my 

honour I had to look at her three times 

before I was sure of her; she has lost 

every particle of colour and flesh and 

beauty. She might be thirty-five, and 

gives one the idea of a person who had 

seen a ghost, and never got over it. 

Yes”—in answer to the expression of 

his listeners’ eyes—‘‘it’s rather awful. 

She used to be so pretty; now she has 

death in her face.”’ 

‘¢ Are you in earnest, Ruscombe ? ” 

‘Why, of course I am. Old West is 

in a deadly funk, and taking her off to 

VOL, III. 0 
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Australia, as a sort of forlorn hope. But 

he will never get her there alive.” 

‘‘ Who says so ?”’ he asked sharply. 

‘tT thought you did not know her, man! 

The doctor who attends her happens 

to be my brother-in-law; and, of course, 

we are all interested in the beauty. He 

has a very poor opinion—— Oh, are 

you off? The fellow is mad. He hasn’t 

touched a morsel. What the dickens !— 

Oh, ho! Now, what does that mean—he 

is button-holing the old _ squatter 

himself? ”’ 

‘“No, Wynne, not seen you for ages,” 

Mr. West was saying. ‘‘I never come 

to the club. No spirits for anything. 

My daughter is ill—got a sort of relapse. 

The doctors say that she has some trouble 

on her mind—must have had a shock. 

Extraordinary case! She has never had 

a care in her life! ”’ 
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Mr. Wynne made no answer, and 

looked down. 

‘She can’t get up any strength, and— 

and takes no notice of anything, does 

not want to recover, and is just fading 

away!” 

‘“‘ Ah, that’s bad! I suppose you have 

the best advice that is possible ? ”’ 

What a nice, kind fellow Wynne was! 

When one was in trouble he quite took 

it to heart too; he appeared—or was it 

the bad light—actually grave and anxious. 

‘I’m taking her to Sydney, to try the 

effect of the sea and change; it’s just a 

chance—a last chance.” 

‘And when do you start?”’ he asked, 

taking out his handkerchief and wiping 

his brow. 

“The day after to-morrow, in the 

Victoria. We go from Tilbury Docks ; 

as she couldn’t stand the journey across, 
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and, in fact, the more sea the better. A 

lady friend is very kindly coming as her 

companion, just for the trip ; but Madeline 

and I will not return to England for a 

year or two. ITIl see how her native 

climate will suit her.”’ 

“Yes; I hope sincerely that it will,’’ 

said Wynne. There was an atmosphere 

of sympathy in his vicinity that had the 

effect of compelling confidences. 

“JT think the london racketing 

knocked her up, and I’m never going 

to have a town house again. When I 

come back, I shall buy some ancient 

historical mansion, the seat of some old 

family that have died out, and restore — 

it. That is, of course, if Madeline—— 

He left his listener to fill in the sentence.. 

‘“ Yes,”’ rather absently. 

39> 

“T dare say you'll be married and 

settled by the time I see you again.” 
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“‘T am not likely to marry,” he re- 

turned quietly. 

“Oh yes, yes; I forgot—a widower, 

eh? And how’s the child? I always 

forgot to ask ?”’ 

“The child is dead,’ he answered 

gravely. 

‘Dear me, that’s a pity; children are 

a terrible anxiety, as J know! Well, I 

hope to come across you again, Wynne.” 

“‘T think it very likely that we shall 

meet again, and very shortly, for I am 

going out to Australia myself, almost 

immediately.” 

“No! Oh, I’m delighted to hear it! 

Law business, of course, with an immense 

fee, eh?” 

‘““Qn most important business, at any 

rate. And now I'll say good-bye for the 

present, for I have a great deal to do 

before I start.”’ 
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“And I’ve been jawing away about 

my family affairs and taking up your 

precious time! I’mawfully sorry. I say, 

I wish you could manage to come out 

with us in the Victoria. Could you?” 

‘¢T’ll do my best.”’ And he hurried off 

to wire to Fenchurch Street to secure 

a berth. 
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CHAP THR. 2cbk: 

6 LAURENCE !”’ 

Tue Victoria was a crowded ship. There 

was a large contingent of Australian 

passengers, also many Anglo-Indians who 

changed at Aden, and a number of society 

swallows who were bound for Italy and 

Egypt. Madeline and Mrs. Leach shared 

a four-berthed cabin, and enjoyed the 

luxury of two spare berths, which served 

as holdalls for their belongings. Mrs. 

Leach had innumerable parcels, bags, 

boxes, books, a jewel-case, a tea-basket. 

She busied herself ere starting, in fixing 

up her affairs, and annexed fully three- 
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quarters of the available space. Madeline 

was tired, and put on a tea-gown and 

lay in her berth languidly watching her 

partner making her toilette, arranging 

her hair, her dress, her rings, ere sally- 

ing forth to dinner and conquest. She 

looked remarkably handsome, prosperous, 

and triumphant as she turned to the 

wretched girl in the berth, and _sur- 

veyed her exhaustively. She had adopted 

a curious way of staring at her the last 

few days-—a gaze of polite, half-veiled 

insolence—that was distinctly irritating. 

‘‘ Well, dear Madeline ’”’—the steamer 

had left the docks, and was steadily 

throbbing down the Thames—‘‘ so we 

are off, you see, and I am of the party— 

no thanks to you. Oh, I know all about 

it, dearest, and I know what you would 

little guess.” 

“What ?” 
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“Ah, no matter,’ with a meaning 

smile. 

‘No, I suppose it is no matter,” 

wearily. Nothing mattered, she was so 

tired—oh, so tired. She wished she was 

dead, and she slowly closed her eyes on 

her companion. 

Mrs. Leach gazed at her in amazement. 

What she knew did matter very much. 

It was all very fine for Madeline to close 

her eyes, and waive away a subject. She 

would discover that she, Flora Leach, 

had her in her power—she held her in the 

hollow of her hand. Luck—she called 

it—had dealt her an ace of trumps! 

People were settling into their places as 

Mrs. Leach entered, and there was the 

usual confusion in the saloon—incidental 

to starting. Mr. West had secured a 

capital seat, and he and Mrs. Leach dined 

happily together — and were generally 
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taken for man and wife. The dinner and 

Wine was good, the motion almost nil, 

a mere slight shaking, and the widow 

enjoyed herself vastly. Madeline was 

rather tired, she said; Josephine was 

looking after her. A little soup was all 

she would take. Should she tell him 

now? No, the situation was too public, 

he would probably shout and make a 

scene. She would wait for a day or two, 

until they had their two deck chairs com- 

fortably drawn up side by side, under the 

lee of a cabin, and when the dusk had 

come and the stars were out, she would 

whisper into his ear his daughter’s secret. 

When Mrs. Leach retired to her cabin 

that night, Madeline was asleep. How 

pale and wan her face, how thin her 

hands, she might be dead—she wished 

she were. Then she took her bag out of 

the bottom berth—she occupied a top 
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one by preference—and searching in its 

pockets, got out a letter-case, extracted a 

letter, and sat down to read it. It was 

pleasant reading, to judge by her expres- 

sion, and she went over it no less than 

twice. The motion of the steamer was 

not so agreeable ; in fact, it was becoming 

more remarkable every moment. The 

things on hooks were getting lively and 

beginning to swing. She crushed the 

note hastily into its envelope, thrust it 

into her bag and began to undress as 

quickly as possible. 

The next morning they were off Dover 

and the Victoria was rolling considerably. 

Mrs. Leach was wretchedly squeamish. 

She attempted to rise, she dressed with 

less than her usual elaboration, and 

staggered out into the saloon. Alas! she 

was too bold; the smell of fried fish was 

her undoing, and routed her with great 
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slaughter. She lay in her berth all day, 

and all the next day. Also Madeline; 

but she was not a prey to Neptune—only 

so tired—so tired of life, and everything. 

Late in the afternoon, a bustling, talka- 

tive stewardess came in and, willy-nilly, 

got her up, helped her to dress, put a 

long cloak about her, and assisted her 

upon deck about dusk. 

“The air will do you good, miss. You 

are no more sea-sick thanI am. If you 

stop in that stuffy cabin, you’ll be real 

bad, and the gentleman said as I was to 

fetch you, if you could stand. There’s 

a nice long chair, and cushions and 

rug, all waiting for you in a sheltered 

place.” 

And in this chair she soon found her- 

self, whilst her father fussed round and 

wrapped her up. The weather was 

certainly boisterous, the waves broke 
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over occasionally with a long and vicious 

swish; but the air was strong and in- 

vigorating, and the pallid girl leant back 

and drank it eagerly. 

‘‘There are a whole lot of people on 

board you know, Maddie,’ said Mr. 

West, sinking into a seat beside her. 

‘¢ Are there ? I am sorry to hear it,” she 

answered querulously. 

‘““Oh, I say; come, come! and all so 

anxious to see you again.” 

“See me again!’ with a weary little 

laugh, ‘they won’t know me when they 

do see me.” 

‘‘Thereis Lady Stiff-Staff going out to 

Bombay with her daughters, and Captain 

Vansittart, and Miss De Ville, who was. 

at school with you.” 

‘Oh, I can’t bear her!” was the 

petulant reply. 

He was about to add, ‘‘and Mr. Wynne,’” 
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but she could not bear him either, nor 

dare he mention that it was Mr. Wynne 

who had urged him to get Miss West 

on deck, at all costs, if she was not sea- 

sick; Mr. Wynne who had helped to 

find a stray corner, and brought up 

cushions and rugs (Mr. Wynne who had 

secretly tipped the stewardess a sovereign). 

He was a nice, warm-hearted fellow. He 

was glad he was on board (Wynne was a 

whist player), he liked him. A pity 

Maddie had such a prejudice against 

him. 

Mr. West talked on, asked for poor 

Mrs. Leach. .‘‘ Josephine, I hear, is dead,”’ 

he remarked, ‘‘ or says she’s dead. It’s 

@ mercy you are a good sailor. This bit 

of a breeze is nothing. Wait till you 

see how it blows off the Lewin! And I 

dare say, once we are round Finisterre, 

it will be a mill-pond. Now I’m dying 
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to smoke, and as I know you can’t stand 

it, Pll go for a bit. Shall I ask Lady 

De la Créme to come and sit here in my 

place, and amuse you—eh ?”’ 

‘Qh no—no. I don’t want any one, 

I’m going down soon.”’ 

She remained for some time in a half- 

dreamy state, watching the sea, the flying 

wrack of clouds, the somewhat faint and 

timid young moon, which occasionally 

peeped forth. Her eyes had become 

accustomed to the dim light, when she 

was rather surprised, and annoyed, to see 

a tall man approach and coolly seat him- 

self in her father’s chair—which was 

drawn up alongside, and almost touching 

hers. Presently he spoke. 

‘Madeline,’ he whispered, leaning 

towards her. 

- “Tiaurence! Not Laurence?’’ she 

exclaimed faintly. 
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‘‘'Yes—I hope you are better ?” 

‘No.’ A long pause, and then, in 

a dead dull tone, she added, ‘‘I hope I 

am going to die.” 

‘What is the matter with you?” 

‘They callit by some long Latin name ; 

but you and I know what it is.”’ 

‘Your father is still in the dark ?”’ 

‘Yes, it is scarcely worth while to 

tell him now; no need to worry him for 

nothing. When I am dead you will 

forgive me, Laurence, and—and think less 

hardly of me? ”’ 

‘“You are not dead, or going to die, 

and I prefer to forgive you when you are 

alive.” 

“And will you—but no, you won’t 

— you cannot — why should you? I 

don’t expect it,” she said in hurried 

gasps. ‘What can I do now to 

atone ?” 
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‘Get better, get quite well, and I will 

forgive you everything.” 

She laughed, a queer little hollow laugh, 

and then said— 

‘‘ How strange that you should be on 

board. Are you going to Egypt ?”’ 

‘“‘ No—to Sydney.”’ 

‘““Why? Have you friends there, or 

business ?”’ 

‘Both; urgent affairs, and I expect 

to meet friends. Your father says he 

is delighted that I am a fellow-passenger. 

He likes me.”’ 

‘¢‘ How—how extraordinary !”’ 

“Yes; you do not flatter me. But at 

least it is fortunate—— Well, now, you 

will have to go down. It is getting 

rather chilly.” 

“Oh no, no; I like being here. And 

the cabin is stuffy, and Mrs, Leach is 

so—so—such a wretched sailor.”’ 

VOL, Ii, P 
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“Then, I am truly sorry for you. 

But, you really must go. I'll guarantee 

to take you below quite safely.” 

“No, no. Papa will——’”’ 

‘‘ It’s as much as he can do to keep 

his legs, much less steer another. But, 

if you prefer it, I’ll call the stewardess.” 

‘“No; never mind’’—rising and stag- 

gering, and putting a mere skeleton hand 

on his; and, as he supported her tremu- 

lous steps, he realized how fearfully weak 

she was. 

They got downstairs safely, and, as 

she paused, breathless, for a moment 

under the great electric light, they looked ~ 

into one another’s faces for the first 

time since that June morning. 

It was all that Wynne could do to 

repress an exclamation of horror, as a 

white, hollow-cheeked spectre raised her 

sunken, hopeless-looking eyes to his. 
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Even the doctor’s brother-in-law had 

not prepared him for this. 

‘‘ Stewardess,” he said, as soon as he 

could control his voice, “‘ take great care 

of this lady. Make her eat. Get her 

some supper at once—some hot soup and 

a glass of Burgundy. You must have 

something to eat before you turn in.”’ 

““Oh no; I could not,’’ she protested 

feebly. ‘I don’t want anything.” 

‘“‘Qh yes you do; and you will be 

sure to come up early to-morrow. I'll 

come and fetch you about eleven o’clock, 

weather permitting.’ And he walked 

off, and went on deck to a distant part 

of the ship, and leant over the bulwarks 

alone. 

His old feeling for Madeline had come to 

life. That wasted form, those tragic eyes 

had touched him—cut him to the heart. 

Yes; she looked as if she was about to 
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follow the child. If she had been to 

blame, he himself was not guiltless. He 

had upbraided her too bitterly ; he had left 

her to bear her grief alone; he had not 

made sufficient allowance for her youth, 

her natural craving for the pleasures and 

delights of girls of her age. The domestic 

yoke had been laid upon her childish 

shoulders, and what a cruel weight it 

had proved! Why should he have been 

astonished that she should be glad to 

slip her neck from under it for a year 

or two! She had no girlhood. She 

was endowed with a gay, happy, sun- 

loving temperament. He should not 

have left the telling of their secret 

in her hands; he should have spoken 

to Mr. West himself. He would do so 

now, within the next few days. If 

Madeline was going to die, she should 

leave the world as Mrs. Wynne! But, 
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whether she was to live or die, she should 

have his incessant care. 

Day by day Madeline appeared on 

deck, and day by day gained some steady 

but scarcely perceptible improvement. 

Mr. Wynne took much of her father’s 

attendance off his hands, and left him 

free to smoke and gossip and play whist. 

He arranged her pillows and rugs in her 

chair; saw that it was sheltered; talked 

to her when she was inclined to talk; 

told her everything that was likely to 

amuse her; brought up, or caused to 

appear at frequent intervals, soup, grapes, 

champagne, tea, arrowroot, and used all 

his persuasions to induce her to partake 

of them. He had an unlimited supply 

of magazines, books, and picture-papers, 

which he read to her when she was 

disposed to listen; and, when she had 

looked them over, occasionally she fell 
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asleep; and he sat beside her, contem- 

plating her white and death-like appear- 

ance with a countenance to match. 

However, every sleep, every smile, was 

an inch on the road to recovery. Mr. 

West was extremely obliged to him for 

his kind attentions to his daughter. He 

himself was very fond of Madeline, and, 

naturally most anxious about his only 

child. But he confessed that he did not 

understand sick people, and was no hand 

at nursing. He felt doubly grateful to 

Wynne for his assiduity, and the polite- 

ness and interest with which he listened 

to his own discourse. 

He talked to Wynne confidentially— 

chiefly about finance. He had lost some 

money lately—a good deal more than 

he liked. But he never put his eggs 

into one basket, and had a fair amount 

in sound English securities. 
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Wynne was a_steady—well—triend. 

Mr. West had recently experienced (and 

resented) acertain palpable change in the 

social temperature. He was no longer 

flattered, deferred to—or even listened to 

—as formerly. He was credited with the 

loss of most of his fortune—every one 

knew he had shares in the ‘‘Tom and 

Jerry’ Bank—and his daughter with the 

loss of her beauty. 

“The Wests didn’t amount to much 

now,” to quote an American lady. This 

conviction made Mr. West extremely 

wroth. People thought he was played-out. 

Whoever was particularly civil to him now 

he took to his heart, and kept there. 

One evening Laurence made his way 

into the smoke-room, and stood looking 

on at the termination of a rather hard- 

fought rubber. His father-in-law was 

playing. He was, moreover, holding good 
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cards, and in a state of high jubilation. 

His partner was Lord de la Créme. 

Could this trim, rather jaunty little man, 

holding the cards he was about to deal, 

and laughing a loud, rather forced laugh 

at one of his lordship’s good things—z.e. 

a very middling joke—be a terrible 

domestic autocrat? Who would believe 

it? But Laurence looked below the 

surface. That quick, fiery little eye, 

now beaming so brightly, told a tale 

that he could read. It spoke of choler, 

obstinacy, of restless ambition, self- 

seeking, and fury. Madeline, doubtless, 

knew the capabilities of that eye, and 

feared it. 

When the whist party had dissolved, 

and people were gone to their berths, Mr. 

West—who was always prepared to sit 

up—and Wynne were alone. 

‘‘T suppose Madeline went below long 
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ago? You have been looking after her 

as usual ?”’ 

‘Yes, I took her down.” 

‘That’s all right’’—pausing. ‘Then 

play a game of écarté. There’s another 

half-hour yet before lights-out.” 

“No, thanks. The fact is’’—seating 

himself opposite, and squaring his arms 

on the table—‘‘ I want to have a few 

words with you.”’ 

“With me? Certainly, certainly ’’— 

with a momentary glance of surprise. 

‘* About those investments ?”’ 

‘“No; it’s a more personal matter. 

You”’—hesitating for a second—* have 

seemed to like me, Mr. West.” 

—“ Seemed ! Why, I don’t know a 

single young fellow that I like as well. 

You are clever, you are good company, 

you are making yourself a name. I only 

wish I had a son like you!” 
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CHAPTER XLII. 

WON ALREADY. 

‘‘'THEN, what would you think of taking 

me for a son-in-law?’”’ said Mr. Wynne, 

fixing his dark eyes steadily on the little 

man opposite to him, who was busily 

shuffling the cards. 

“Hh!” was his only reply for quite 

a long time—an ‘eh!’ incredulous, 

indignant, and yet not wholly combative 

—a long, sonorous exclamation. ‘ Per- 

sonally I like you, Wynne—could not like 

you better; but’ —and he ~paused— 

‘‘ Madeline is my only child; she is 

remarkably handsome—was, I should say 
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for the present—and created quite a sensa- 

tionin town. You are a very good fellow, 

and a gentleman, but don’t be offended 

if I confess that I am looking higher for 

her. I expect the man she marries to 

place a coronet on her head, and you 

must admit that she will grace it!” 

Laurence Wynne said nothing, merely 

nodded his assent, and his companion— 

who loved the sound of his own voice— 

resumed volubly. 

‘‘ Besides, Wynne, you are a widower ! 

And she does not like you; it’s all very 

well when she is ill and helpless, and 

tolerates you; it’s truest kindness to 

tell you—and, indeed, you must see it 

yourself! You have no idea the iceberg 

she can be. I often wonder who she is 

waiting for, or what she expects? ”’ 

‘‘ Look here, Mr. West, I can quite 

understand your views. Mad—I mean 
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Miss West—would, of course, grace a 

coronet, as you say, but let me tell you 

that we Wynnes, of Rivals Wynne, have 

bluer blood in our veins than any of the 

mushroom titles of the last two hundred 

years. You will see, if you look in 

Burke, that we were at home before the 

Normans came over. We were Saxons, 

and still a power in the land. Our family 

title is extinct; but it only wants money 

to restore it. I have relations who—like 

some relations—-turned away their faces 

when I was poor; but were I to become 

rich and successful, they would receive 

me with open arms, and introduce my 

wife and myself to circles as exclusive and 

as far beyond the stray third-rate noble 

paupers who prey on your—your good- 

nature and—pardon me—your ignorance 

as the moon is above the earth. I speak 

plainly.”’ 
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‘You do, sir, and with a vengeance! ”’ 

said Mr. West, a little overawed by the 

other’s imperious manner, for Mr. Wynne 

had said to himself, why should he be 

timid before this man, who at most was 

a bourgeois, whose father—best not seek 

to inquire into his history—whose fore- 

fathers had gone to their graves unwept, 

unhonoured, and unsung, whilst he, 

Laurence Wynne, though he boasted of 

no unearned increment, was descended 

from men who were princes at the time 

of the Heptarchy ! 

“You value good birth, I see, Mr. 

West,’’ holding out his hand as if to con- 

vey the fact that he had scored a point. 

‘‘ And you value success. JI am succeed- 

ing, and I shall succeed. I feel it. I 

know it—if my health is spared. I have 

brains, a ready tongue, an indomitable 

will; I shall go into Parliament; think 



222 Married or Single? 

what a vast field of possibilities that 

opens out! Which of your other would- 

be sons-in-law aims at political life ? 

Look at Levanter, the reputation he 

would bring you.’’ Laurence shuddered 

as he spoke. ‘‘Do not all honest men 

shun him? What decent club would 

own him? Look at Montycute, what 

has he to offer, but his ugly person, his 

title, and his debts? He and others like 

him propose to barter their wretched 

names and, as they would pretend, the 

entrée to society—not for your daughter’s 

personal attractions, of which they think 

but little, but her fortune, of which they 

think a great deal!” 

“Young man, young man!”’ gasped 

Mr. West, inarticulately, ‘‘ you speak 

boldly—far too boldly.” 

‘“‘T speak the sacred truth, and nothing 

but the truth,” said Wynne, impetuously. 
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“‘T offer myself, my talents, my career, 

my ancient lineage, and unblemished 

name for your daughter. As to her 

fortune, I do not want it; I am now an 

independent man. Give me your answer, 

sir—yes or no.” 

Many possibilities floated through 

Mr. West’s brain as he sat for some 

moments in silence revolving this offer. 

Levanter and Montycute were all that 

this impetuous young fellow had described. 

He had good blood in his veins ; he was 

handsome, clever, rising, whilst they 

were like leeches, ready to live upon him, 

and giving nothing in exchange but 

their barren names. ‘This man’s career 

was already talked of; he could vouch 

for one success, which had agreeably 

affected his own pocket, and, with the 

proverbial gratitude, he looked in the 

same direction for favours to come. He 
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had an eloquent tongue, a ready pen, and 

a fiery manner that carried all before it. 

He would go into the House, he would 

(oh! castle-building Mr. West) be one of 

the great men—Chancellor of the Ex- 

chequer— some day. He shut his 

eyes—he saw it all. He saw his 

son-in-law addressing the House, and 

every. ear within its walls hanging on 

his words. He saw himself, a distin- 

guished visitor, and Madeline among the 

peeresses. 

Laurence Wynne, keen and acute, was 

convinced that some grand idea was 

working in his companion’s mind, and 

struck while the iron was hot. 

‘‘May I hope for your consent, sir?’’ 

he asked quickly. | 

“Well, yes, you may, if you can win 

her. You are welcome, as far as I am 

concerned. Yes!’ holding out his 
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rather short, stubby hand, with one big 

diamond blazing on his little finger. 

‘‘Tt’s time she was settled, and I’m afraid. 

she will never be what she was, as 

regards her looks. I did hanker after a 

ready-made title, but one can’t have 

everything! I like you. You are tole- 

rant of an old man’s whims; you don’t 

laugh at me under my own roof, and 

think I don’t see it like some young 

cubs; you are a gentleman, and I give 

you Maddie and welcome, now that I 

have talked it over; but the hitch, you 

will find, will be the girl herself. She is, 

as you may see, utterly broken down and 

altered, and in no mind to listen to a 

love-tale; but, well or ill, I must tell 

you honestly that I would not give much 

for your chance.”’ | 

“What would you say, sir,’ said 

Laurence, now becoming a shade paler, 

VOGA EES): Q. 

a 
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‘if I were to tell you that I had won her 

already ?”’ 

Mr. West looked at him sharply. 

‘The deuce you have! And when?” 

‘‘ More than three years ago.”’ 

“ What! before I came home? when 

she was at Harpers’? Were you the half- 

starved fellow that I heard was hanging 

about? Oh, never!” 

‘JT don’t think I was half-starved, but 

I was most desperately in love with her.”’ 

‘ Oh, so it’s an old affair? ”’ 

‘Yes, an old affair, as you say, Mr. 

West. And you have given me Madeline 

if I can win her, have you not ?—that is 

a promise ?”’ 

“Yes,” rather impatiently. ‘I never. 

go back on a promise.” 

“Well, now,” leaning forward and 

resting his head on his hand, and speak- 

ing more deliberately, ‘‘I am going to 
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tell you something that I am certain will 

surprise, and I fear will incense you; 

but you will hear me out to the end. 

We have been married for more than 

three years!’’ He paused—not un- 

naturally nervous—awaiting the result 

of this tardy announcement. 

“Why! what—what—what the devil 

do you mean?’’ stammered Mr. West, 

his little eyes nearly starting from their 

sockets. ‘‘ What do you mean, sir? I— 

I don’t believe you, so there !—don’t 

believe a word of it!’’ breathing hard. 

‘Tf you will only listen to me patiently, 

you will believe me. I am going to tell 

you many things that you ought to have 

been made acquainted with long ago.”’ 

Mr. West opened his mouth. No 

sound came. He was speechless. And 

his son-in-law proceeded very steadily. 

‘‘Four years ago you were said to be 
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bankrupt, if not dead. Mrs. Harper 

gave you no law when your bills were 

not paid. You have never heard that 

Madeline, from being the show-pupil and 

favourite, sank to be the shabby school 

drudge—half-fed, half-clothed, and not 

paid for the work of two governesses. 

This went on for awhole year. I saw her 

at a breaking-up affair, when she played 

all night for her schoolfellows to dance. 

I fell in love with her then. Miss Selina 

hated us both, and, to satisfy her hate 

and malice, managed—one night in the 

holidays—to leave us both behind at 

Riverside, late for the last train. We had 

all been to the theatre. The affair was 

planned. We waited where we were . 

desired to wait, and lost the train. Next 

morning Icalled to explain to Miss Harper; 

but Madeline’s character was gone—she 

was turned out, dismissed without mercy. 
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She had no friends, no salary, no refe- 

rence. I had, at least, bread-and-cheese 

—so I took her to London and married 

her.”’ 

He stopped and looked at Mr. West, 

who was livid, and who cried out in a 

loud, strange voice— 

“Go on, sir—go on—and get it over, 

before I go mad!”’ 

‘‘T was poor. We lived in lodgings ; 

but we were very happy. After a time 

poverty and sickness knocked at our 

door. I had-typhoid fever. It was an 

unhealthy season, and I nearly died. I 

have sometimes since thought that it 

would have been well if I had died, and 

thus cut the Gordian knot, and released 

Madeline. However, I hung on, a 

miserable, expensive, useless invalid. 

In the middle of all this a child was 

born.”’ 
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Mr. West started out of his chair; but 

subsequently resumed it. 
9 “Tt was a boy —— 

‘““A boy! Where is it?’’ demanded 

his listener, fiercely. 

‘You shall hear presently,’’ said his 

son-in-law, gravely. ‘‘ Madeline was the 

kindest of wives, nurses, mothers.” 

‘* Madeline—my Madeline ?”’ said her 

father, in a tone of querulous incredulity 

and shrill irritation. 

‘We had no money—none. I had 

kept aloof from many acquaintances since 

I married, and my relations dropped me 

with one consent. We pawned all we 

had, save the clothes on our backs. 

We were almost starving. In those days » 

Madeline was a model of courage, cheer- 

fulness, endurance, and devotion. When 

I recall those days, I can forgive her 

much.” 
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‘Forgive her! Madeline pawning 

clothes! Madeline starving!” cried her 

father, so loudly that a sleepy cabin- 

steward looked in. 

Mr. Wynne signed to him to go away, 

and continued, ‘‘ Ay, she was. We 

could barely keep the wolf ont. Then 

came your letter to the Harpers, and 

they advertised for Madeline. She saw 

the message, and pawned her wedding- 

ring to go to them. And they, never 

dreaming that she was married, received 

her with rapture as Miss West. She had 

no tell-tale ring, and Mrs. Harper heard 

that she had been in a shop in London, 

in the mantle department. In an evil 

moment Madeline saw your letter wherein 

you spoke very strongly against a poor 

love affair, and possible marriage. So, in 

desperation, and to get money and bread 

for her child and for me, she deceived 



232 Married or Single? 

you. later on, when the influence of 

wealth and power and luxury ate their 

way into her soul, she still deceived you— 

and forgot us. I must speak the truth.” 

Mr. West nodded. 

‘She put off the dreaded day of 

telling you all, and I was out of patience. 

She would not allow me to break the 

news. You remember one evening that 

I called in Belgrave Square, and we went 

to look at a picture together? It was 

then that I made my last appeal.”’ 

‘‘She gave you up, then?” he asked 

abruptly. 

“She did.” 

‘And the child?” eagerly. ‘‘ My 

grandson, my heir! ”’ 

“You remember the great ball you 

gave last June ?”’ 

‘* Of course—of course,”’ irritably. ‘It 

will not be forgotten in a hurry.” 
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‘“‘ He died that night,’’ said Mr. Wynne, 

slowly. 

“Hh! what did you say? Non- 

sense!” 

“He died of diphtheria. Madeline 

came too late to see him alive. It was 

from the child she caught the infection. 

Yes, I believe she kissed him. He was 

a lovely boy—with such a bright little 

face and fair hair. We kept him at a 

Hampshire farmhouse. Many a time I 

told Madeline that the very sight of him 

would soften you towards us; but she 

would not listen. She made promises 

and broke them. She feared you too 

much.”’ 

‘‘ Heared me!” 

“Since his death, I have had nothing 

to say to her; but I heard that she was 

very illin London; and I used to find how 

she was going on from various people, 
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including yourself, as you may remember. 

I thought my heart was steeled against 

her, but I find it is not. Iam ready to 

make friends. I heard accidentally that 

she was in a most critical state—that 

day I saw you at the club—and I threw 

up all my briefs and business and took a 

passage.” 

‘‘And so she is your business in 

Sydney ?”’ 

‘‘ She—she is most woefully changed. 

When I first saw her under the lamp, I— 

I—I—cannot tell you——”’_ He paused, 

and drew in a long, slow breath, which 

said much. 

‘Poor girl! No wonder she looks as if 

she had seen great troubles. I wonder 

she is alive. Well, I'll not add to them! 

She treated me badly ; but she has treated 

you worse. And afraid of me! Why, 

every one knows that my bark is worse 
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than my bite—in fact, I have no bite. 

And you stuck to her when she had no 

friends! Oh what a treacherous old 

serpent was that Harper — harridan. 

Steady payment for nine years. And to 

treat my daughter so! And I actually 

gave that sour old maid a present for her 

kindness to Maddie. They did not know 

you were married to her ?” | 

‘No; scarcely any one know.” 

‘And what’s to be done! How is it 

to be declared, this marriage. How is 

the world to be told that Madeline has 

been humbugging them for the last two 

years as Miss West? ”’ 

‘The wedding can easily be put in the 

paper as having taken place in London, 

with no date. It will only be a nine-days 

wonder. We can send it from the first 

place we touch at.” 

“ Ah, you are a clever fellow, Wynne. 
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Hallo! the lights are going out, and we 

shall be in darkness.”’ 

‘‘ But you are no longer in darkness 

respecting me.” 

‘Well, I feel in a regular fog. And so 

you’re my son-in-law! ”’ 

‘Yes; there is no doubt about that.” 

‘“Tt’s odd that I always cottoned to 

you.” 

“ You will not be harsh with Madeline, 

will you?” 

‘Do you take me for a Choctaw 

Indian, sir? Ill say nothing at present. 

Board ship is no place for scenes. She’s 

very shaky still, though better.”’ 

‘Yes, I think she is a shade better 

now she is on deck all day.” 

‘Jt was an awful pity about the little 

boy, Wynne, and—— ”’ 

Here the electric light suddenly went 

out, and Mr. West had to grope his way 
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as best he could to his own cabin. He 

lay awake for hours, listening to the seas 

washing against the side of his berth, 

thinking—thinking of what he had been 

told that night, thinking of Madeline and 

Wynne in a new light, and thinking 

most of all of the little fair-haired grand- 

child that he had never seen. 
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CE aoe ee ME edie: 

HEARTS ARE TRUMPS. 

Tur night of the conversation in the 

smoking-room, when Mr. West scrambled 

below in the dark—not knowing, as he 

subsequently explained it, whether he 

stood on his head or his heels—was the 

occasion of a curious incident in Miss 

West’s cabin. Hach day as she grew 

stronger and better, recovering energy 

and appetite, Mrs. Leach became worse, 

and the weather to correspond. She 

sustained existence on Brand’s essence 

and champagne, and counted the hours 

until they were in the Mediterranean— 



Hearts: are Trumps. 239 

not that even the tideless sea can be 

reckoned on in October. Mrs. Leach 

felt miserably ill, peevish, and envious ; 

and when Madeline came down to go to 

bed, she asked her to get her a bottle 

out of her dressing-bag— something to 

make her sleep.”’ 

‘“‘ Shall I hand the bag up to you?” 

‘“No, no, it’s open. A long, greenish 

bottle—in the pocket next the blotter.”’ 

Yes, the bag was not locked; the con- 

tents were in great confusion—combs, 

pins, handkerchiefs, note-paper. It was 

not so easy to discover the little green 

bottle. In turning out the loose articles, 

Madeline came upon a letter addressed, 

in Mrs. Kane’s scrawl, to ‘‘ Miss West, 

care of Mrs. Harper, Streambridge,” 

forwarded to Belgrave Square, and from 

Belgrave Square to Brighton. Some 

one had kindly saved her the trouble of 
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opening it, presumably the lady in the 

top berth and the owner of the bag. 

“Well, have you not found it yet? 

Dear me, how slow you are!” she ex- 

claimed fretfully. 

‘©Oh yes. I’ve found it.”’ 

‘‘ Then do be quick. I feel as if I should 

die from this nausea and weakness.” 

Fortunately the little bottle turned up 

at this instant, and Madeline (having 

closed the bag and secured her letter) 

handed it up to Mrs. Leach, who next 

demanded ‘‘eau de Cologne, a _hand- 

kerchief, another shawl, a tumbler, and 

some hairpins.”’ 

It was some time before she was at. 

rest behind her curtains. The positions. 

were reversed, and Madeline, the invalid 

on land, was not the invalid at sea. At 

last she sat down to read her letter. 

She had had no communication with Mrs. 
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Kane since she had been at Harperton, 

from whence she had sent her a ten- 

pound note. Luckily for her, Mrs. Kane 

never saw the society papers, and had no 

idea that her late lodger had blossomed 

out into a society beauty, much less that 

she lived in London, otherwise un- 

doubtedly she would have had the 

pleasure (?) of a visit from her corre- 

spondent. The letter said :— 

“2, Solferino Place. 

‘Dear Mapam, 

‘“T hope, in remembrance of 

old times, you will excuse my writing; 

but I am very hard set just at present, 

and would feel obliged if you could spare 

me a small matter of twenty pounds, 

Kane being out of employment since 

Easter Monday. I hope Mr. Wynne and 

your dear baby are well. The baby must 

VOL. It. R 
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be a fine big fellow by this time—two 

last winter—and a great amusement. Has 

your pa ever found out the trick as you 

played — how, when he thought you 

was snug at school, you were a whole 

year living in London in this house ? 

‘““T hope you won’t disappoint me re- 

garding the money, as having your own 

interests to consider as well as I have 

mine. 

‘“ Yours affectionately, 

‘Hniza Kang.” 

The postmark on the envelope was 

dated two days before they had left 

Brighton. And this was what Mrs. 

Leach meant by her hints and looks. 

This stolen letter was to be her trump card. 

The next morning, when Madeline left 

her cabin, she was met by Laurence. He 

was, as usual, waiting, hanging about the 
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passage and companion-ladder. At last 

a tall, slight figure in black appeared, a 

figure that walked with a firmer and 

more active step, and that no longer 

crawled listlessly from cabin to deck. 

It was Madeline, with a faint colour in 

her face, she accosted him eagerly. 

‘‘Oh, Laurence!” she began, ‘‘I have 

something to tell you. Come into the 

music-room ; it is sure to be empty.” 

And then, in a few hurried sentences, 

she unfolded her discovery and placed 

Mrs. Kane’s nice little letter in his hands. 

‘Of course, now I shall speak. Of 

course, I seem a miserably mean, cowardly 

creature! It is only when forced by 

circumstances that I open my lips at last. 

Mrs. Leach has long guessed that I had 

a secret and a past—but, strive as she 

would, she could never find out anything 

definite.” 
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‘‘ This is very definite,’ said Laurence, 

dryly. 

‘‘Ttis,indeed. I could not understand 

her intense scorn for me latterly. Lau- 

rence, | meant to have told my father 

immediately after—after last June, but 

I was ill; and then, as I used to lie 

thinking, thinking, I said to myself, I 

may as well carry the secret to the grave, 

for now the child is gone, and Laurence 

is gone, whatis the use of speaking ?”’ 

‘But you see that Laurence is not 

gone!’ he exclaimed expressively; ‘‘ and 

we will let bygones be bygones instead. 

I am before both you and Mrs. Leach. 

I told your father last night. He took 

it, on the whole, surprisingly well! I 

have not seen him this morning, though. 

He won’t allude to it at present. Board 

ship is no place for scenes, he says; and 

I am entirely of his opinion; so, my dear, 
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you need not look so ghastly. Now, come 

along on deck. We shall soon sight 

Tarifa. Ah! here is Mr. West at last.” 

The music-room was pretty full as the 

little man came slowly towards the pair, 

who sat apart on a couch at the end of 

it. He looked unusually solemn, and 

he had discarded his ordinary blue bird’s- 

eye tie fora black one. He avoided his 

daughteyr’s glance, and fixed his attention 

on her mourning-gown, as he said— 

‘Well, how are you to-day, Madeline, 

my love ?”’ 

‘* I feel better—much better.”’ 

‘“‘That is good news! Then come on 

deck and see the Spanish coast ?”’ 

He sat next to her—their steamer 

chairs placed closely side by side—in 

silence for a long time, smoking, and 

apparently buried in thought; then, as 

he suddenly noticed Wynne’s signet-ring 
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on her wedding finger, he leant forward, 

took her fragile hand in his—it trembled, 

for he held it long and contemplated it 

intently—and at last released it with 

surprising gentleness. 

‘‘ Madeline,” he said, ‘‘I know you’ve 

had enough trouble. I’m not going to 

say one word; but I’m greatly cut up 

about what happened—last summer ;’’ 

and Madeline drew her veil over her face 

to hide her streaming tears. 

After they had crossed the notorious 

Gulf of Lyons, Mrs. Leach appeared, with 

languid airs, expecting attention, solici- 

tude, and sympathy. Alas! for expecta- 

tions. What a change was here! Mr.. 

West was entirely engrossed with Made- 

line, and was positively curt and gruff 

(he had heard the history of the letter 

in the bag); and when at last she found 
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an opportunity of talking to him privately, 

and began with little preamble about 

‘dear Maddie—such a marvellous sailor 

—so much better—getting away from 

some dreadful hold on her—and influence 

—seems to have transformed her into 

a new creature!’’ Mr. West looked at 

the speaker keenly. The sea-breeze is 

searching, and the southern sun pitiless. 

Ten days’ sickness had transformed Mrs. 

Leach into an old creature! She was 

fifty-five or more, with her sunken cheeks, 

and all those hard lines about her mouth 

and eyes. What did they signify ? 

‘Do I see Mr. Wynne on board?” 

she asked, with a tragic air—“ over by the 

boats ? How strange, how audacious!” 

‘Do you think so? Heis Madeline’s 

husband, and a great friend of mine.” 

Mrs. Leach gasped! The wind had 

been taken out of her sails. 
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“Then yow know all about it ?”’ 

‘¢Yes, I know all about it,” said Mr. 

West collectedly. 

‘You have not known it for long—not 

when we sailed ?”’ 

‘“No, not quite as long as you have, 

Mrs. Leach’’—looking at her expressively. 

‘What do you mean ?”’ 

‘‘T mean, for one thing, that I obtained 

my information through a legitimate 

channel; that, as you are such a victim 

to the sea, it will be only humane to 

land you at Naples. It would be cruel to 

take you on to Melbourne; and Madeline 

has a companion entirely to her taste 

in Laurence Wynne.” 

“And oh what a tale for London!” 

she exclaimed with a ghastly sneer. ‘I 

am feeling the motion a good deal—per- 

haps you will be kind enough to assist me 

to get below? I find I must lie down.” 
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To tell the truth, she had been com- 

pletely bowled over—thanks to a strong 

breeze and a strong opponent. 

Mrs. Leach landed at Naples and en- 

joyed an exceedingly pleasant winter in 

Rome—due to a handsome cheque which 

she had received from Mr. West, nomi- 

nally as a return for her kind interest in 

his daughter, and really as a golden 

padlock for her lips. 

Mr. West, once in Sydney, contrived to 

pull a good many chestnuts out of the 

fire, and returned to England as wealthy 

as ever, purchased the old estate of the 

Wynnes, and restored the half-ruined 

house in a style in keeping with its 

ancient name. 

Madeline and her husband spend 

a great deal of their time at Rivals 

Wynne, though their headquarters are 

in London, and some day the old home 
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will descend to the old race. The chil- 

dren are beautiful; another little Harry 

is the picture of the one that is lost, but 

not forgotten, as fresh white wreaths 

upon a certain grave can testify. Mr. 

Clay, the rector, has seen Mrs. Wynne 

placing them there with her own hands. 

She made no secret of it now. 

“Tt is the grave,” she explained, ‘‘ of 

our eldest little boy. I will bring his 

brother and sister here by-and-by.”’ 

The rector, when he takes strangers 

round the churchyard, and points out the 

most noticeable tombstones, halts for a 

good while before a certain marble cross, 

and relates the story of a mysterious 

young couple who visited the grave ~ 

separately, but who now come together, 

with other children in their train. . 

Mr. Laurence Wynne continues to 

‘rige.’”’ He is in Parliament, and a man 
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of such note that Mr. West no longer 

casts a thought on Madeline’s lost coro- 

net. Lord Montycute has married a rich 

widow twenty years older than himself. 

Lord Tony is happily settled, and Lady 

Tony and Madeline are fast friends. 

Lady Rachel is little Madeline’s god- 

mother. She is a pretty child, suffi- 

ciently spoiled by her father, but ruined 

by her doting grandpapa. She is an 

imperious little person, but obedient and 

docile with her mother. It is only poor 

erandpapa whose miserably scanty locks 

she puts into curl papers, whom she 

drives about in a pair of long red reins, 

and whom she rules with a rod of iron. 

THE END. 

PRINTED BY WILLIAM CLOWES AND SONS, LIMITED, 

LONDON AND BECCLES. 
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Beerbohm (Julius).\—Wanderings in Patagonia; or, Life among 
the Ostrich-Hunters. With Illustrations. Crown‘8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Bellew (Frank).—The Art of Amusing: A Collection of Graceful 
Arts, Games, Tricks, Puzzles, and Charades. With 300 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 45. 6d. 

Bennett (W. C., LL.D.).—Songs for Sailors. Post 8vo, cl. limp, 2s. 

Bewick (Thomas) and his Pupils. By Austin DoBson. With 95 
Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Bierce (Ambrose).—In the Midst of Life: Tales of Soldiers and 
Civilians. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Bill Nye’s History of the United States. With 146 Illustrations — 
by F. OPPER. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 

elle 4 e eye e e 

Bire (Edmond).— Diary of a Citizen of Paris during ‘The 
Terror.’ Translated by JOHN DE VILLIERS. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 21s. [Shortly. 

Blackburn’s (Henry) Art Handbooks. 
Academy Notes, 1875, 1877-86, 1889, Grosvenor Notes, Vol. I!., 1883-87. With 
1890, 1892-18895, Illustrated, each rs. 300 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Academy Notes, 1875-79. Complete in Grosvenor Notes, Vol. III., 1888-90. With 
_ One Vol., with 600 Illustrations. Cloth, 6s. 230 Illustrations. Demy 8vo cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Academy Notes, 1880-84. Complete in The New Gallery, 1888-1895. With nu- 
One Vol., with 700 Illustrations. Cloth, 6s. merous Illustrations, each rs. 

Academy Notes, 1890-94. Complete in The New Gallery, Vol. I., 1888-1892. With 
One Vol., with 800 Illustrations. Cloth, 7s. 6d. 250 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Grosvenor Notes, 1877. 6d. English Pictures at the National Gallery. 
With x14 Illustrations, rs. 

Grosvenor Notes, separate years from Old Masters at the National Gallery. 
1878-1890, each 1s. : With 128 Illustrations. rs. 6d. 

Grosvenor Notes, Vol. I., 1877-82. With Illustrated Catalogue to the National 
300 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, cloth, 6s. Gallery. With 242 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth, 3s, 

ABIES UE lene Pe 0 ine 
The Paris Salon, 1895. With 300 Facsimile Sketches. 3s. 

Blind (Mathilde), Poems by. 
The Ascent of Man. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 
Dramas in Miniature. With a Frontispiece by F. MADOX BROWN.* Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. 
Songs and Sonnets. Fcap. 8vo, vellum and gold, 5s. 
Birds of Passage: Songs of the Orient and Occident. Second Edition, Crown 8vo, linen, 6s. net. 

Ee ee ——— —— ——__. —_.. 

Bourget (Paul).—Lies. Translated by JoHN DE VILLIERS. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 6s. [Shortly. 

Bourne (H. R. Fox), Books by. 
English Merchants: Memoirs in Illustration of the Progress of British Commerce, With numerous 
E Pd eae Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 
nglis ewspapers: Chapters in the History of Journalism. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth 

- The Other Side of the ] Emin Pasha Relief Expedition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. ag! 

Bowers (George).—Leaves from a Hunting Journal. Coloured 
Plates. Oblong folio, half-bound, ars. 

Boyle (Frederick), Works by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s. each. 
___ Chronicles of No-Man’s Land. | Camp Notes. | Savage Life. 

Brand ; (John) ae Observations on Popular Antiquities; chiefly 
illustrating the Origin of our Vulgar Customs, Ceremonies, and Superstitions. With the Additi i 
HENRY ELLIS, and numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth pal tr 7S. 6d. ; iis gas, ee 

Brewer (Rev. Dr.), Works by. 
The Reader’s Handbook of Allusions, References, Plot: Ni c ‘thousand, Crown bv eH ert oe 5 » Plots, and Stories. Seventeenth 

uthors an eir Works, with the Dates: Being the Appendi <br ; F 
book,’ separately printed. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. > ppendices to Pie ee 

A Dictionary of Miracles. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Brewster (Sir David), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 4s. 6d. each. 
Se he a Se ea c re of pare uosopber and Hope of the Christian. With Plates 

a cience: GALILEO, TYCHO BRAHE, KEPLER. i i ‘ 
Letters on Natural | Magic. With | numerous Minseanone rs Oce aan ce 

Brillat-Savarin.— Gastronom as a Fine 
R. E. ANDERSON, M.A. Post 8vo, pecan 2s. ran br algameni ei Py: 

Brydges (Harold).—Uncle Sam at Home. With 91 Illustrations. 
Post 8yo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s, 6d, 
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Buchanan (Robert), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
Selected Poems of Robert Buchanan. With Frontispiece by T. DALZIEL, 
The Earthquake; or, Six Days and a Sabbath. 
The City of Dream: An Epic Poem. With Two Illustrations by P. MACNAB. 
The Wandering Jew: A Christmas Carol. - 

The Outcast: A Rhyme forthe Time. With 15 Illustrations by RUDOLF BLIND, PETER MACNAB, 
and HUME NISBET. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 

- Robert Buchanan’s Poetical Works. With Steel-plate Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6a 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each, 

The Shadow of the Sword. Love Me for Ever. With Frontispiece. 
A Child of Nature. With Frontispiece. Annan Water. | Foxglove Manor. 
God and the Man. With 11 Illustrations by The New Abelard. 
FRED. BARNARD. Matt: A Story of a Caravan. With Frontispiece. 

The Martyrdom of Madeline. With The Master of the Mine. With Frontispiece, 
Frontispiece by A. W. COOPER. The Heir of Linne. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

Woman and the Man. | Red and White Heather. I Rachel Dene. 

Lady Kilpatrick. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

The Charlatan. By ROBERT BUCHANAN and HENRY MURRAY. With a Frontispiece by T. H. 
ROBINSON. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. [Shortly. 

Burton (Richard F.).—The Book of the Sword. With over 400 
Illustrations. Demy 4to, cloth extra, 32s. 

Burton (Robert).—The Anatomy of Melancholy. With Transla- 
tions of the Quotations. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. ’ 

Melancholy Anatomised: An Abridgment of BURTON’S ANATOMY. Post 8vo, half-bd., 2s. 6d. 

Caine (T. Hall), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

The Shadow of a Crime. | A Son of Hagar. | The Deemster. 

A LIBRARY EDITION of The Deemster is now ready; and one of The Shadow of a Crima 
is in preparation, set in new type, crown 8vo, cloth decorated, 6s. each. 

——— 

Cameron (Commander VY. Lovett).—The Cruise of the ‘ Black 
Prince’ Privateer. Post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 

Cameron (Mrs. H. Lovett), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust, bds. 2s, ea. 
Juliet’s Guardian. | Deceivers Ever. 

Se 

Carlyle (Jane Welsh), Life of. By Mrs. ALEXANDER IRELAND. With 
Portrait and Facsimile Letter. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Carlyle (Thomas).—On the Choice of Books. Post 8vo, cl., 1s. 6d. 
Correspondence of Thomas Carlyle and R. W. Emerson, 1834-1872. Edited by 

C. E. NORTON. With Portraits. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 24s. 

Carruth (Hayden).—The Adventures of Jones. With 17 Illustra- 
tions. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 

Chambers (Robert W.), Stories of Paris Life by. Long fcap. 8vo, 
- cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 
The King in Yellow. ! In the Quarter. 

Chapman’s (George), Works. Vol. I., Plays Complete, including the 
Doubtful Ones.—Vol. II., Poems and Minor Translations, with Essay by A. C. SWINBURNE.—Vol. 
III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 6s, each. ; 

Chapple (J. Mitchell).—The Minor Chord: The Story of a Prima 
Donna. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Chatto (W.A.) and J. Jackson.—A Treatise on Wood Engraving, 
Historical and Practical. With Chapter by H. G. BOHN, and 450 fine Illusts. Large 4to, half-leather, 28s. 

Chaucer for Children: A Golden Key. By Mrs. H. R. Hawets. With 
8 Coloured Plates and 30 Woodcuts. Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Chaucer for Schools. Ey Mrs. H.R. HAWEIS. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Chess, The Laws and Practice of. With an Analysis of the Open- 
ings. By HOWARD STAUNTON. Edited by R. B. WORMALD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 

The Minor Tactics of Chess: A Treatise on the Deployment of the Forces in obedience to Stra- 
tegic Principle. By F. K. YOUNGand E. C. HOWELL. Long fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

The Hastings Chess Tournament Book (Aug.-Sept., 1895). Containing the Official Report of 
the 231 Games played in the Tournament, with Notes by the Players, and Diagrams of Interesting — 
‘Positions; Portraits and Biographical Sketches of the Chess Masters; and an Account of the 
Congress and its surroundings, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 67. net, [Shortly . 

tel dni 
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Clare (Austin).—For the Love of a Lass.. .Post 8vo, 2s. ; cl., 2s. 6d. 

Clive (Mrs. Archer), Novels by. | Post 8vo, illust.. boards, 2s. each. 
Paul Ferroll. | Why Paul Ferro]l Killed his Wife. 

Clodd (Edward, F.R.A.S.).—Myths and Dreams. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

Cobban (J. Maclaren), Novels by. 
The Cure of Souls. Post 8vo, Illustrated boards, 2s. ; 
The Red Sultan. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s.6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 
The Burden of Isabel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 

Coleman (John).—Players and Playwrights I have Known. Two 
_Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 24s. 

Coleridge (M. E.).—The Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. Cloth, 1s. 6d, 
Collins (C. Allston).—The Bar Sinister. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 

Collins (John Churton, M.A.), Books by. - 
Illustrations of Tennyson. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Jonathan Swift: A Biographical and Critical Study. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8s. 

Collins (Mortimer and Frances), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

From Midnight to Midnight. | Blacksmith and Scholar. 
Transmigration. | You Play me False. | A Willage Comedy. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 
Sweet Anne Page. | A Fight with Fortune. | Sweet and Twenty. | Frances. 

Collins (Wilkie), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post S8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each, 

Antonina. Witha Frontispiece by Sir JOHN GILBERT, R.A. 
Basil. Illustrated by Sir JOHN GILBERT, R.A., and J. MAHONEY. 
Hide and Seek. Illustrated by Sir JOHN GILBERT, R.A., and J. MAHONEY. 
After Dark. With Illustrations by A. B. HOUGHTON. | The Two Destinies. 
The Dead Secret. With a Frontispiece by Sir JOHN GILBERT, R.A. 
Queen of Hearts. Witha Frontispiece by Sir JOHN GILBERT, R.A. 
The Woman in White. With Illustrations by Sir JOHN GILBERT, R.A., and F. A. FRASER, 
No Name. With Illustrations by Sir J, E. MILLAIS, R.A., and A: W. COOPER. 
My Miscellanies. With a Steel-plate Portrait of WILKIE COLLINS. 
Armadale. With Illustrations by G. H. THOMAS. 
The Moonstone. With Illustrations by G. DU MAURIER and F. A. FRASER. 
Man and Wife. With Illustrations by WILLIAM SMALL. 
Poor Miss Finch. «Illustrated by G. DU MAURIER and EDWARD HUGHES. 
Miss or Mrs.? With Illustrations by S. L. FILDES, R.A., and HENRY Woops, A.R.A. 
The New Magdalen. Illustrated by G. DU MAURIER and C. S. REINHARDT. 
The Frozen Deep. Illustrated by G. DU MAURIER and J. MAHONEY. 
The Law and the Lady. With Illustrations by S. L. FILDES, R.A., and SYDNEY HALL, 
The Haunted Hotel. With Illustrations by ARTHUR HOPKINS. 
The Fallen Leaves. Heart and Science. The Evil Genius. 
Jezebel’s Daughter. ‘I Say No.’ Little Novels. Frontis. 
The Black Robe. A Rogue’s Life. The Legacy of Cain. 
Blind Love. With a Preface by Sir WALTER BESANT, and Illustrations by A. FORESTIER. 

POPULAR EDITIONS. Medium 8vo, 6d. each; cloth, rs. each. 
The Woman in White. | The Moonstone. 

Colman’s (George) Humorous Works: ‘Broad Grins,’ ‘ My Night- 
gown and Slippers,’ &c. With Life and Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Colquhoun (M. J.).—Every Inch a Soldier. Post 8vo, boards, 2s, 

Colt-breaking, Hints on. By W.M. Hutcuison. Cr. 8vo,cl., 3s. 6d. 

Convalescent Cookery. By CATHERINE RYAN. Cr. 8vo, 1s.; cl., 1s. 6d. 

Conway (Moncure D.), Works by. 
Demonology and Devil-Lore. With 65 Illustrations. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 28s. 
George Washington’s Rules of Civility. Fcap. 8vo, Japanese vellum, 2s. 6d. 

Cock (Dutton), Novels by. 
Paul Foster’s Daughter. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Leo. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. f 

Cooper (Edward H.).—Geoffory Hamilton. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Cornwall.—Popular Romances of the West of England; or, The 
Drolls, Traditions, and Superstitions of Old Cornwall. Collected by ROBERT HUNT, F.R.S. With 
two Steel Plates by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Crown 8vo, cloth, 75. 6d. 

Cotes (V. Cecil).—T wo Girls on a Barge. With 44 Illustrations by 
F.H. TOWNSEND. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 
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Craddock (C. Egbert), Stories by. 
The Prophet of the Great Smoky Mountains. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 
His Vanished Star. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 

Crellin (H. N.) Books by. 7 
Romances of the Old Seraglio. With 28 Illustrations by S. L. WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 
Tales of the Caliph. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 
The Nazarenes: A Drama. Crown 8vo, rs. 

Crim (Matt.).—Adventures of a Fair Rebel. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with a Frontispiece by DAN. BEARD, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Crockett (S. R.) and others. — Tales of Our Coast. By S. R. 
CROCKETT, GILBERT PARKER, HAROLD FREDERIC, ‘Q.,’ and W. CLARK RUSSELL. With 12 
Illustrations by FRANK BRANGWYN. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. [Shortly, 

Croker (Mrs. B. M.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
each; post 8vo, illustrated boards 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Pretty Miss Neville. | Diana Barrington. | A Family Likeness. 
A Bird of Passage. Proper Pride. ‘To Let.’ 

Crown &vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. 

Village Tales and Jungle Tragedies. 
Mr. Jervis. | The Real Lady Hilda. (Shortly. 

Married or Single? Three Vols., crown 8vo, 15s. net. 

Cruikshank’s Comic Almanack. Complete in Two SgEriges: The 
FIRST, from 1835 to 1843; the SECOND, from 1844 to 1853. A Gathering of the Best Humour of 
THACKERAY, HOOD, MAYHEW, ALBERT SMITH, A’BECKETT, ROBERT BROUGH, &c. With 
numerous Steel Engravings and Woodcuts by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, HINE, LANDELLS, &c. 
Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. each. 

The Life of George Cruikshank. By BLANCHARD JERROLD. With 84 Illustrations and a 
Bibliography. Crown &vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Cumming (C. F. Gordon), Works by. Demy 8vo, cl. ex., 8s. 6d. ea 
In the Hebrides. With an Autotype Frontispiece and 23 Illustrations. 
In the Himalayas and on the Indian Plains. With 42 Illustrations. 
Two Happy Years in Ceylon. With 28 Illustrations. 

Via Cornwall to Egypt. Witha Photogravure Frontispiece. Demy 8vo, cloth, 75. 6d. 

Cussans (John E.).—A Handbook of Heraldry; with Instructions 
for Tracing Pedigrees and Deciphering Ancient MSS., &c. Fourth Edition, revised, with 408 Woodcuts 
and 2 Coloured Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Cyples (W.).—Hearts of Gold. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, bds., 2s. 

Daniel (George).—Merrie England in the Olden Time. With 
Illustrations by ROBERT CRUIKSHANK. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Daudet (Alphonse).—The Evangelist; or, Port Salvation. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6¢.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Davenant (Francis, M.A.).—Hints for Parents on the Choice of 
a Profession for their Sons when Starting in Life. Crown 8vo, rs.; cloth, 1s. 6d. 

Davidson (Hugh Coleman).—Mr. Sadler’s Daughters. With a 
Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Davies (Dr. N. E. Yorke=), Works by. Cr. 8vo, Is. ea.; cl., 1s, 6d, €a. 
One Thousand Medical Maxims and Surgical Hints. 
Nursery Hints: A Mother's Guide in Health and Disease. 
Foods for the Fat: A Treatise on Corpulency, and a Dietary for its Cure, 

Aids to Long Life. Crown 8vo, 2s.; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Davies’ (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Collected and Edited, : 
with Introduction and Notes, by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D. Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, r2s. 

Dawson (Erasmus, M.B.).—The Fountain of Youth. Crown 8vyo, 
cloth extra, with Two Illustrations by HUME NISBET, 3s. 6a.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

De Guerin (Maurice), The Journal of. Edited by G. S. TresuTiEn, | 
With a Memoir by SAINTE-BEUVE. Translated from the 2oth French Edition by JESSIE P. FROTH- 
INGHAM. Fcap. 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 6d. : 

De Maistre (Xavier).—A Journey Round my Room. Translated 
by Sir HENRY ATTWELL. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6a. 

De Mille (James).—A Castle in Spain. Crown 8vo, cloth‘extra, with 
a Frontispiece, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Derby (The): The Blue Ribbon of the Turf. With Brief Accounts 
of THE OAKS, By LOUIS HENRY CURZON, Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2s, 6d, 
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Derwent (Leith), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. ea. ; post 8vo, 2s. ea. 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe’s Lovers. 

Dewar (T. R.).—A Ramble Round the Globe. With 220 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Dickens (Charles), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
Sketches by Boz. | Nicholas Nickleby. | Oliver Twist. 

About England with Dickens. By ALFRED RIMMER. With57 Illustrations by C. A. VANDER: 
HOOF, ALFRED RIMMER, and others. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Dictionaries. 
A Dictionary of Miracles: Imitative, Realistic, and Dogmatic. By the Rev. E. C. BREWER, 

LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 
The Reader’s Handbook of Allusions, References, Plots, and Stcries. By the Rev. 

E. C. BREWER, LL.D. With an ENGLISH BIBLIOGRAPHY. Crown 8vo, cloth éxtra, 75. 6d. 
Authors and their Works, with the Dates. Crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 
Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. With Historical and Explanatory Notes by SAMUEL 

A. BENT, A.M. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 
The Slang Dictionary: Etymoiogical, Historical, and Anecdotal. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 6d. 
Words, Facts, and Phrases: A Dictionary of Curious, Quaint, and Out-of-the-Way Matters. By 

ELIEZER EDWARDS. Crown &vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Diderot.—The Paradox of Acting. Translated, with Notes, by 
WALTER HERRIES POLLOCK. With Preface by Sir HENRY IRVING. Crown 8vo, parchment, 4s. 6d, 

Dobson (Austin), Works by. 
Thomas Bewick and his Pupils. With 95 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
Four Frenchwomen. With Four Portraits. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. 
Eighteenth Century Vignettes. Two SERIES. Crown 8vo, buckram, 6s. each_—A THIRD 

SERIES is in preparation. 

Dobson (W. T.).—Poetical Ingenuities and Eccentricities. Post 
8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Donovan (Dick), Detective Stories by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

The Man-Hunter. | Wanted. A Detective’s Triumphs. 
Caught at Last. In the Grip of the Law. 
Tracked and Taken. From Information Received. 
Who Poisoned Hetty Duncan ? Link by Link. | Dark Deeds. 
Suspicion Aroused. The Long Arm of the Law. (Shortly. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6@. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 
The Man from Manchester. With 23 Illustrations. 
Tracked to Doom. With Six full-page Illustrations by GORDON BROWNE. 

The Mystery of Jamaica Terrace. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. [Shortly. 

Doyle (A. Conan).—The Firm of Girdlestone. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. 
eS ee I a i ca te eli este NS me ON) 

Dramatists, The Old. Crown 8vo, cl. ex., with Portraits, 6s. per Vol. 
Ben Jonson’s Works. With Notes, Critical and Explanatory, and a Biographical Memoir by 

WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols. 
Chapman’s Works. Three Vols. Vol. I. contains the Plays complete ; Vol. II., Poems and Minor 

Translations, with an Essay by A. @. SWINBURNE;; Vol. III., Translations of the Iliad and Odyssey. 
Marlowe’s Works. Edited, with Notes, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol. aire 
Massinger’s Plays. From GIFFORD’S Text. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. One Vol. 

Duncan (Sara Jeannette: Mrs. Everarp Cotes), Works by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. €d. each. 

A Social Departure. With 111 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND. 
An American Girl in London. With 80 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND. 
The Simple Adventures of a Memsahib. With 37 Illustrations by F. H. TOWNSEND. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. 

A Daughter of To-Day. | VYernon’s Aunt. With 47 Illustrations by HAL HURST. 

Dyer (T. F. Thiselton).—The Folk=Lore of Plants. Cr. 8vo, cl., 6s. 
: 5 ; Dawa as Se 

Early English Poets. Edited, with Introductions and Annotations 
by Rev. A. B. GROSART, D.D._Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s. per Volume, , 

Fletcher’s (Giles) Complete Poems. One Vol. 
Davies’ (Sir John) Complete Poetical Works. Two Vols. 
Herrick’s (Robert) Complete Collected Poems. Three Vols. 
Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works. Three Vols. 

Sener. <9 045 cata EEA ee eee 
Edgcumbe (Sir E. R. Pearce).— Zephyrus: A Holiday in Brazil 

and on the River Plate. With 4r Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5S. 
e = ee Oe Ga Se eT a ei ee 

Edison, The Life and Inventions of Thomas A. By W. K. L. and 
ANTONIA DICKSON, With 200 Illustrations by R. F, OUTCALT, &c, Demy 4to, cloth gilt, 185, 
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Edwardes (Mrs. Annie), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. . 

Archie Lovell. | A Point of Honour, ; ie 

Edwards (Eliezer).—Words, Facts, and Phrases: A. Dictionary 
be JOE Curious, Quaint, ahd Out-of-the-Way Matters. Crown 8vo, cloth, 75. 6d 

Edwards (M. Betham-), Novels by. 
Kitty. Post 8vo, boards, 2s.; cloth, a5. 6d. | Felicia. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, eth 

Egerton (Rev. J. C., M.A.).— Sussex Folk and Sussex Ways. 
arith Introduction by Rev. Dr. H. WACE, and Four Illustrations. Crown 8yo, cloth eatra, 5s. 

Eggleston (Edward).—Roxy: A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 
Englishman’s House, The: A Practical Guide for Selecting or Build- 
___ing a House. By C.J. RICHARDSON. Coloured Frontispiece and 534 Illusts. Cr, 8vo, cloth, 75. 6d. _ 

Ewald (Alex. Charles, F.S.A.), Works by. 
The Lite and Times of Prince Charles Stuart, Count of Albany (THE YOUNG PRETEN: 

DER). Witha Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
Stories from the State Papers.. With Autotype Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Eyes, Our: Howto Preserve Them. By JoHn Brownina. Cr. 8vo, Is. 

Familiar Short Sayings of Great Men. By SamuEL ARTHUR BENT, 
ir A.M. Fifth Edition, Revised and Enlarged. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Faraday (Michael), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. each. 
The Chemical History of a Candle: Lectures delivered before a Juvenile Audience. Edited 

by WILLIAM CROOKES, F.C.S. With numerous Illustrations. % 
On the Various Forces of Nature, and their Relations to each other, “Edited by 

WILLIAM CROOKES, F.C.S. With Illustrations. = 

Farrer (J. Anson), Works by. 
Military Manners and Customs. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

: Three Essays, reprinted from ‘ Military Manners and Customs.’ Crown 8vo, 1s, ; cloth, 15. 64. 

Fenn (G. Manville), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post @vo, illustrated boards, 2s. eache 

The New Mistress. | Witness to the Deed. Neca 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. ; 

The Tiger Lily: A Tale of Two Passions. | The White Virgin. 

Fin=Bec.—The Cupboard Papers: Observations on the Art of Living 
and Dining, Post 8vo, cloth limp, as. 6d. 

Fireworks, The Complete Art of Making; or, The Pyrotechnist’s 
_Treasury. By THOMAS KENTISH. With 267 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, ‘cloth, 5S: 

First Book, My. By Water Besant, JAMES Payn, W. CLark Russ 
SELL, GRANT "ALLEN, HALL CAINE, GEORGE R. SIMS, RUDYARD KIPLING, A. CONAN DOYLE, 
M. E. BRADDON, F. W. ROBINSON, H. RIDER HAGGARD, R. M. BALLANTYNE, I. ZANGWILL, 
MORLEY ROBERTS, D. CHRISTIE MURRAY, MARY CORELLI, J. K. JEROME, JOHN STRANGE 
WINTER, BRET_HARTE, ‘ Q.,’ ROBERT BUCHANAN, and R, L. STEVENSON. bab sem ects 7 Story 

“by JER JEROME K. JEROME, and 18s Illustrations. Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Fitzgerald (Percy), Works by. 
The World haiina’s the Scenes. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 35. 6¢. 
Little Essays: Passages fromthe Letters of CHARLES LAMB. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6d. 
A Day’s Tour: A Journey through France and Belgium. With Sketches. Crown 4to, 19, ° 
Fatal Zero. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Bella Donna. The Lady of Brantome. | The Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Polly. Never Forgotten. Seventy-five Brooke Street. | 

The Life of James Boswell (of Auchinleck), With Illusts. Two Vols., demy.8yo, cloth, ‘245. 
The Savoy Opera. With 60 Illustrations and Portraits. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. é 
Sir Henry Irving: Twenty Years at the Lyceum. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, 15.; elothi 15.62 

Flammarion (Camille), Works by. 
ule Astronomy: A General Description of the Heavens. ‘Translated by J. ELLARD GORE, 

R.A.S. With Three Plates and 288 Illustrations. Medium 8vo, cloth, 16s. 
° Wranias A Romance. With 87 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ss. 

Fletcher’s (Giles, B.D.) Complete Poems: Christ’s Victorie in 
Heaven, Christ’s Victorie on Earth, Christ's Triumph over Death, and Minor Poems, With Notes ed 

me A. B. GROSART, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 6s. 

Fonblanque (Albany).—Filthy Lucre. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 25, 
- 



ws _ CHATTO & WINDUS, PUBLISHERS, PICCADILLY, 9 

Francillon (R. E.), Novels by. Pe, 7 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. éach; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 3s, each. 

- One by One... | A Real Queen. ‘| King or Knave. 
Ropes of Sand. Illustrated. A Dog and his Shadow, 

“Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, each. i 

Queen Cophetua. | Olympia. |. Romances of the Law, 

Jack Doyle’s Daughter. Crown 8vo, cloth, 35. 6d. 
Esther’s Glove. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, 1s. 

Frederic (Harold), Novels by. - Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s, each. 
’  Seth’s Brother’s Wife. | The Lawton Girl. 

French Literature, A History of. By Henry Van Laun. Three 
__ Vols., demy 8vo, cloth boards, 75. 6d. each. 

Friswell, (Hain).—One of Two: A Novel. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. 

Frost (Thomas), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each. 
‘Circus Life and Circus Celebrities, | Lives of the Conjurers. 
The Old Showmen and the Old London Fairs. 

Fry’s (Herbert) Royal Guide to the London Charities. Edited 
by JOHN LANE. Published Annually. Crown 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. 

Gardening Books. Post 8vo, 1s. each; cloth limp. 1s. 6d. each. 
‘A Year’s Work in Garden and Greenhouse. By GEORGE GLENNY. 
Household Horticulture. By TOM and JANE JERROLD.. Illustrated. 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. By TOM JERROLD. 

_ My Garden Wild. By FRANCIS G. HEATH. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. , 

Gardner (Mrs. Alan).—Rifle and Spear with the Rajpoots: Being 
the Narrative of a Winter’s Travel and Sport in Northern India. With numerous Illustrations by the 
Author and F. H. TOWNSEND. Demy 4to, half-bound, ars. 

Garrett (Edward).—The Capel Girls: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 
_ extra, with two Illustrations, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 

Gaulot (Paul).—The Red Shirts: A Story of the Revolution. Trans- 
lated by JOHN DE VILLIERS. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Gentleman’s Magazine, The. 1s. Monthly. Contains Stories, 
Articles upon Literature, Science, Biography, and Art, and ‘ Table Talk’ by SYLVANUS URBAN. 
*,* Bound Volumes for recent years kept t1 stock, 8s. 6d. each, Cases for binding, 25. ; 

Gentleman’s Annual, The. Published Annually in November, 1s, 

German Popular Stories. Collected by the Brothers Grimm and 
’ Translated by EDGAR TAYLOR. With Introduction by JOHN RUSKIN, and 22 Steel Plates after 
~ GEORGE CRUIKSHANK. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s. 6d. ; gilt edges, 75. 6¢, 

Gibbon (Charles), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6@. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

._ Robin Gray. Frontispiece.| The Golden Shaft. Frontispiece. | Loving a Dream, 

Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Flower of the Forest. In Love and War. 
The Dead Heart. A Heart’s Problem. 
For Lack of Gold. ‘ By Mead and Stream. 
What Will the World Say? The Braes of Yarrow. 
For the King. |. A Hard Knot. Fancy Free. |_ Of High Degree. 
ueen of the Meadow. In Honour Bound. : 
n Pastures Green. Heart’s Delight. | Blood-Money. 

Gibney (Somerville).—Sentenced! Crown 8vo, 1s. ; cloth, 1s. 6d. 

Gilbert (W. S.), Original Plays by. -In Three Series, 2s, .6d; each. 
The FIRST SERIES contains: The Wicked World—Pygmalion and Galatea—Charity—The Princess— 

The Palace of Truth—Trial by Jury. 
The SECOND SERIES: Broken Hearts—Engaged—Sweethearts—Gretchen—Dan'l Druce—Tom Cobb 

—H.M.S. ‘ Pinafore’—The Sorcerer—The Pirates of Penzance. ; 
The THIRD SERIES: Comedy and Tragedy—Foggerty’s Fairy—Rosencrantz and Guildenstern— 

-- Patience—Princess Ida—The Mikado—Ruddigore—The Yeomen of the Guard—The Gondoliers— 
The Mountebanks—Utopia. is Se ay tee 

Eight Original Comic Operas written by W. S. GILBERT. Containing: The Sorcerer—H.M.S. 
‘Pinafore ’—The. Pirates of Penzance—Iolanthe—Patience—Princess Ida—The Mikado—Trial by 
Jury. Demy 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. f 

The Gilbert and Sullivan Birthday Book: Quotations for Every Day in the Year, selected 
from Plays by W. S. GILBERT set to Music by Sir A, SULLIVAN, Compiled by ALEX, WATSON. 
Royal rome, Japanese leather, 2s, Gd, 
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Gilbert (William), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s. each. 
Dr. Austin’s Guests. James Duke, Costermonger. 
The Wizard of the Mountain. 

Glanville (Ernest), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

The Lost Heiress: A Tale of Love, Battle, and Adventure. With Two Illustrations by H. NISBET. 
The Fossicker: A Romance of Mashonaland. With Two Illustrations by HUME NISBET, 
A Fair Colonist. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY WOOD. 

The Golden Rock. Witha Frontis. by STANLEY WOOD. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Glenny (George).—A Year’s Work in Garden and Greenhouse: 
Practical Advice as to the Management of the Flower, Fruit, and Frame Garden. Post 8vo, rs. ; cl. Ip., 15.6a. 

Godwin (William).—Lives of the Necromancers. Post 8vo, cl., 2s. 

Golden Treasury of Thought, The: An Encyclopedia of Quorta- 
TIONS, Edited by THEODORE TAYLOR. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 75. 6d. 

Gontaut, Memoirs of the Duchesse de (Gouvernante to the Chil- 
dren of France), 1773-1836. With Two Photogravures. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth extra, 21s. 

Goodman (E. J.).—The Fate of Herbert Wayne. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6d. 

Graham (Leonard).—The Professor’s Wife: A Story. Fcp. 8vo, ts. 

Greeks and Romans, The Life of the, described from Antique 
Monuments. By ERNST GUHL and W. KONER. Edited by Dr, F. HUEFFER. With 54s Illustra- 
tions. Large crown 8yo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Greenwood (James), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Wilds of London. | Low-Life Deeps. 

Greville (Henry), Novels by. 
Nikanor. Translated by ELIZA E. CHASE. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
A Noble Woman. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Griffith (Cecil).—Corinthia Marazion: A Novel, Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 35. 6d. ; ‘post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Grundy (Sydney).—The Days of his Vanity: A Passage in the 
Life of a Young Man. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Habberton (John, Author of ‘ Helen’s Babies’), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Brueton’s Bayou. | Country Luck. 

Hair, The: Its Treatment in Health, Weakness, and Disease, Trans- 
lated from the German of Dr. J. PINCUS. Crown 8vo, rs.; cloth, 1s. 6d. 

Hake (Dr. Thomas Gordon), Poems by. Cr. 8vo, cl. ex., 6s. each, 
New Symbols. | Legends of the Morrow. | The Serpent Play. 

Maiden Ecstasy. Small 4to, cloth extra, 8s. 

Hall (Owen).—The Track of a Storm. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Hall (Mrs. S. C.).—Sketches of Irish Character. With numerous 
Illustrations on Steel and Wood by MACLISE, GILBERT, HARVEY, and GEORGE CRUIKSHANK, 
Small demy 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Halliday (Andrew).—Every=-day Papers. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 

Handwriting, The Philosophy of. With over 100 Facsimiles and 
Explanatory Text. By DON FELIX DE SALAMANCA. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Hanky=-Panky: Easy and Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 
Hand, &c. Edited by W. H. CREMER. With 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 45, 6d. 

Hardy (Lady Duffus).—Paul Wynter’s Sacrifice. Post 8vo, bds., 2s, 

Hardy (Thomas).—Under the Greenwood Tree. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, with Portrait and rs Illustrations, 3s. 6a. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Harper (Charles G.), Works by. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, 16s, each, 
The Brighton Road. With Photogravure Frontispiece and 90 Illustrations. 
From’ Paddington to Penzance: The Record of a Summer Tramp. With ros Illustrations. 

Harwood (J. Berwick).—The Tenth Earl, Post 8vo, boards, 25, 
." ~ cee 

eS ae 
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- Harte’s (Bret) Collected Works. Revised by the Author, LIBRARY 
EDITION, in Eight Volumes, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 

Vol. I. COMPLETE POETICAL AND DRAMATIC WORKS. With Steel-plate Portrait. 
‘e Il. THE LUCK OF ROARING CAMP—BOHEMIAN PAPERS—AMERICAN LEGENDS, 
» III. TALES OF THE ARGONAUTS—EASTERN SKETCHES. 
» IV. GABRIEL CONROY. | Vol. V. STORIES—CONDENSED NOVELS, &c. 

VI. TALES OF THE PACIFIC SLOPE. i 5 
VII. TALES OF THE PACIFIC SLOPE—II. With Portrait by JOHN PETTIE, R.A. 

VIII. TALES OF THE PINE AND THE CYPRESS. 

The Select Works of Bret Harte, in Prose and Poetry. With Introductory Essay by J. M. 
BELLEW, Portrait of the Author, and 50 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Bret Harte’s Poetical Works. Printed on hand-made paper. Crown 8vo, buckram, 4s. 6d. 
The Queen of the Pirate Isle. With 28 Original Drawings by KATE GREENAWAY, reproduced 

in Colours by EDMUND EVANS. Small 4to, cloth, 5s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. each, 

A Waif of the Plains. With 60 Illustrations by STANLEY L. Woop. 
A Ward of the Golden Gate. With 59 Illustrations by STANLEY L. WooD. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

A Sappho of Green Springs, &c. With Two Illustrations by HUME NISBET. 
Colonel Starbottle’s Client, and Some Other People. With a Frontispiece. 
Susy: A Novel. With Frontispiece and Vignette by J. A. CHRISTIE. 
Sally Dows, &c. With 47 Illustrations by W. D. ALMOND and others. 
A Protegee of Jack Hamlin’s. With 26 Illustrations by W. SMALL and others. 
The Bell-Ringer of Angel’s, &c. With 39 Illustrations by DUDLEY HARDy and others, 
Clarence: A Story of the American War. With Eight Illustrations by A. JULE GOODMAN. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Gabriel Conroy. The Luck of Roaring Camp, &c. 
An Heiress of Red Dog, &c. Californian Stories. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each ; cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 

Flip, | Maruja. | A Phyllis of the Sierras. 

Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, rs. each. 

Snow-Bound at Eagle’s. | Jeff Briggs’s Love Story. 

Haweis (Mrs. H. R.), Works by. 
The Art of Beauty. With Coloured Frontispiece and 91 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth bds., 6s. 
The Art of Decoration. With Coloured Frentispiece and 74 Illustrations. Sq. 8vo, cloth bds., 6s. 
The Art of Dress. With 32 Illustrations. Post 8vo, rs.; cloth, 15. 6d. 
Chaucer for Schools. Demy Svo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
Chaucer for Children. With 38 Illustrations (8 Coloured). Crown 4to, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 

Haweis (Rev. H. R., M.A.).—American Humorists: WasHINGTON 
IRVING, OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES, JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL, ARTEMUS WARD, MARK 
TWAIN, and BRET HARTE. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Hawthorne (Julian), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each _ post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Garth. | Ellice Quentin. Beatrix Randolph. With Four Illusts. 
Sebastian Strome. David Poindexter’s Disappearancea, 
Fortune’s Fool. | Dust. Four Illusts. The Spectre of the Camera. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Miss Cadogna. | Love—or a Name. 

Mrs. Gainsborough’?s Diamonds. Fcap. 8vo, illustrated cover, 1s. 

Hawthorne (Nathaniel).—Our Old Home. Annotated with Pas- 
sages from the Author’s Note-books, and Illustrated with 31 Photogravures. Two Vols., cr. 8vo, 155. 

Heath (Francis George).—My Garden Wild, and What I Grew 
There. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges, 6s. 

Helps (Sir Arthur), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each, 
Animals and their Masters. | Social Pressure. 

Ivan de Biron: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Henderson (Isaac).— Agatha Page: A Novel. Cr. 8vo,cl., 3s. 6d. 

Henty (G. A.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s, 6d, each, 
Rujub the Juggler. With Eight Illustrations by STANLEY L. Woop. 
Dorothy’s Double. 

Herman (Henry).—A Leading Lady. Post 8vo, bds., 2s. ; cl., 2s. 6d. 

Herrick’s (Robert) Hesperides, Noble Numbers, and Complete 
Collected Poems. With Memorial-Introduction and Notes by the Rey. A. B, GROSART, D.D., 
Steel Portrait, &c. Three Vels., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 18s, 
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Hertzka (Dr. Theodor).—Freeland: A Social Anticipation. Trans- 
lated by ARTHUR RANSOM. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Hesse=-Wartegg (Chevalier Ernst von).— Tunis: The Land and 
the People. With 22 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Hill (Headon).—Zambra the Detective. Post 8vo, bas., 2s.;cl., 2s. 6d, 

Hill (John), Works by. 
Treason-Felony. Post 8vo, boards, 2s, | The Common Ancestor. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Hindley (Charles), Works by. 
Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings: Including Reminiscences connected with Coffee Houses, 

Clubs, &c. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 
The Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jack. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Hodges (Sydney).—When Leaves were Green. 3 vols.,15s. net. tszortly. 

Hoey (Mrs. Cashel). sobhe Lover’s Creed. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 

Crown 8vo, Is. 

Holmes (Gordon, M. D. )—The Science of Voice Production and 
Voice Preservation. Crown 8vo, rs.; cloth, 1s. 6d. 

Holmes (Oliver Wendell), Works by. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. Illustrated by J. GORDON THOMSON. Post 8vo, cloth 

limp, 2s. 6d.—Another Edition, post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table and The Professor at the Breakfast-Table. 

In One Vol. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 

Hood’s (Thomas) Choice Works in Prose and Verse. With Life of 
the Author, Portrait, and 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 
Hood’s Whims and Oddities. With 8s Illustrations. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 

Hood (Tom).—From Nowhere to the North Pole: A Noah’s 
Arkzological Narrative. With 25 Illustrations by W. BRUNTON and E. C. BARNES. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6s, 

Hook’s (Theodore) Choice Humorous Works; including his Ludi- 
crous Adventures, Bons Mots, Puns, and Hoaxes. With Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, and 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Hooper (Mrs. Geo.).—The House of Raby. Post 8vo, boards, 2s, 

Hopkins (Tighe).—‘’Twixt Love and Duty.’ Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 

Horne (R. Hengist).— Orion: An Epic Poem. With Photograph 
Portrait by SUMMERS. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 

Hungerford (Mrs., Author of ‘ Molly Bawn’), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

A Maiden All Forlorn. | In Durance Vile. | A Mental Struggle. 
Marvel. y A Modern Circa. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. ; id 

The Red-House Mystery. | The Three Graces. With 6élIllusts. [Shortly 

Lady Verner’s Flight. Crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 
The Professor’s Experiment. Three Vols., crown 8v 0, 15s. net. : 

Hunt’s (Leigh) Essays: A Tale for a Chimney Corner, &c. Edited 
by EDMUND OLLIER. Post 8vo, half-bound, 25. 

Hunt (Mrs. Alfred), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Leaden Casket. | Self- Condemned. | That Other Person. 

Thornicroft’s Model. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. | Mrs. Juliet. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Hutchison (W. M.).—Hints on Colt=breaking. With 25 Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Hydrophobia: An Account of M. Pastgur’s System ;. The Technique of 
she Method, and Statistics. By RENAUD SUZOR, M.B. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Hyne (C. J. Cutcliffe).— Honour of Thieves. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Idler (The): An Illustrated Magazine. Edited by J. K. JERomE.. 6d. 
Monthly. The First SEVEN VOLS, are now pea cloth extra, 5s. each; Cases for Binding, rs. 6d. each. 
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Impressions (The) of Aureole. Crown 8vo, printed on blush-rose 
paper and handsomely bound, 6s. 

Indoor Paupers. By Onze or THEM. Crown 8vo, ts. ; cloth, 1s. 6d.. 

Ingelow (Jean).—Fated to be Free. Post 8vo, illustrated bds., 2s. 

Innkeeper’s Handbook (The) and Licensed Victualler’s Manual. 
. By J. TREVOR-DAVIES. Crown 8vo, 1s. ; cloth, rs. 6d. 

Irish Wit and Humour, Songs of. Collected and Edited by A. 
PERCEVAL GRAVES. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Irving (Sir Henry): A Record of over Twenty Years at the Lyceum. 
By PERCY FITZGERALD. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, rs.; cloth, rs. 6d. 

James (C. T. C.).— A Romance of the Queen’s Hounds. Post 
8vo, picture cover, 1s. ; cloth limp, rs. 6d. 

Jameson (William).—My Dead Self. Post 8vo, bds., 2s, ; cl., 2s. 6d. 
Japp (Alex. H., LL.D.).—Dramatic Pictures, &c. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5s. 
Jay (Harriett), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Dark Colleen. | The Queen of Connaught. 

Jefferies (Richard), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each, 
Wature near London. | Whe Life of the Fields. | The Open Air. 

*,* Also the HAND-MADE PAPER EDITION, crown 8yo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each. 

The Eulogy of Richard Jefferies. By Sir WALTER BESANT. With a Photograph Portrait, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Jennings (Henry J.), Works by. 
Curiosities of Criticism. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 62. 
Lord Tennyson: A Biographical Sketch. With Portrait. Post 8vo, rs.; cloth, rs. 6d. 

Jerome (Jerome K.), Books by. 
Stageland. With 64 Illustrations by J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Fcap. 4to, picture cover, rs. 
John Ingerfield, &c. With 9 Illusts. by A. S. BoyD and JOHN GULICH. Fcap. 8vo, pic. cov, 1s. 6d. 
The Prude’s Progress: A Comedy by J. K. JEROME and EDEN*-PHILLPOTTS. Cr. 8vo, 1s. 6d. 

Jerrold (Douglas).—The Barber’s Chair; and The Hedgehog 
Letters. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s. 

Jerrold (Tom), Works by. Post 8vo, 1s. ea.; cloth limp, 1s. 6d, ea, 
The Garden that Paid the Rent. r 
Household Horticulture: A Gossip about Flowers. Illustrated. we 

Jesse (Edward).—Scenes and Occupations of a Country Life. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Jones (William, F.S.A.), Works by. Cr. 8vo, cl. extra, 7s. 6d. ea. 
Finger-Ring Lore: Historical, Legendary, and Anecdotal. With nearly 300 Illustrations. Second 

Edition, Revised and Enlarged. 
Credulities, Past and Present. Including the Sea and Seamen, Miners, Talismans, Word and 

Letter Divination, Exorcising and Blessing of Animals, Birds, Eggs, Luck, &c. With Frontispiece. 
Crowns and Coronations: A History of Regalia. With roo Illustrations. 

Jonson’s (Ben) Works. With Notes Critical and Explanatory, and 
a Biographical Memoir by WILLIAM GIFFORD. Edited by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Three Vols. 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. —— 

Josephus, The Complete Works of. Translated by WuistTon. Con- 
taining ‘The Antiquities of the Jews’ and ‘The Wars of the Jews.’ With Illustrati 
Two Vols., demy 8vo, half-bound, res. 6d. J 22.7 SS anORs ang Maps, 

Kempt (Robert).—Pencil and Palette: Chapters on Art and Artists. 
Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Kershaw (Mark). Colonial Facts and Fictions: Humorous 
Sketches. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.; cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Keyser (Arthur).—Cut by the Mess. Crown 8vo, 1s. ; cloth, 1s. 6d. 

King (R. Ashe), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. ea.; post 8vo, bds., 2s. €a, 
| | A Drawn Game. ‘The Wearing of the Green.’ 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Passion’s Slave. i Bell Barry. 
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Knight (William, M.R.C.S., and Edward, L.R.C.P.). — The 

Patient’s Vade Mecum: How to Get Most Benefit from Medical Advice. Cr, 8vo, 15.3 cl., 15. 6d. 
ee 

Knights (The) of the Lion: A Romance of the Thirteenth Century. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by the MARQUESS OF LORNE, K.T. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Lamb’s (Charles) Complete Works in Prose and Verse, including 
‘Poetry for Children’ and ‘ Prince Dorus.’ Edited, with Notes and Introduction, by R. H. SHEP- 
HERD. With Two Portraits and Facsimile of the ‘Essay on RoastPig.’ Crown 8vo, half-bd., 75. 6d. 

The Essays of Elia. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s. 
Little Essays: Sketches and Characters by CHARLES LAMB, selected from his Letters by PERCY 

FITZGERALD. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb. With Introduction and Notes by BRANDER MAT- 

THEWS, and Steel-plate Portrait. Fecap. 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 6d. 

Landor (Walter Savage).—Citation and Examination of William 
Shakspeare, &c., before Sir Thomas Lucy, touching Deer-stealing, 19th September, 1582. To which 
is added, A Conference of Master Edmund Spenser with the Earl of Essex, touching the 
State of Ireland, 1595. cap. 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 2s. 6d. 

Lane (Edward William).—The Thousand and One Nights, com- 
monly called in England The Arabian Nights’ Entertainments. Translated from the Arabic, 
with Notes. Illustrated with many hundred Engravings from Designs by HARVEY. Edited by EDWARD 
STANLEY POOLE. With Preface by STANLEY LANE-POOLE. Three Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 75. 6d. ea. 

Larwood (Jacob), Works by. 
The Story of the London Parks. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, 
Anecdotes of the Clergy. Post 8vo, laid paper, half-bound, 2s. 

Se SY ee eee eee 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

__ Forensic Anecdotes... __ | __ Theatrical Anecdotes. 

Lehmann (R. C.), Works by. Post 8vo, 1s, each; cloth, 1s. 6d, each. 
Harry Fludyer at Cambridge. 

__Convyersational Hints for Young Shooters: A Guide to Polite Talk. 

Leigh (Henry S.), Works b 
Carols of Cockayne. Printed on pant alae paper, bound in buckram, 5s. 
Jeux d’Esprit. Edited by HENRY S. LEIGH. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Lepelletier (Edmond). — Madame Sans-Gene. Translated from 
the French by JOHN DE VILLIERS. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Leys (John).—The Lindsays: A Romance. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s,. 

Lindsay (Harry).--Rhoda Roberts: A Welsh Mining Story. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Linton (E. Lynn), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each, 
Witch Stories. | Ourselves: Essays on Women, 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 62. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Patricia Kemball. | Ione. Under which Lord ? With 12 Illustrations, 
The Atonement of Leam Dundas. ‘My Love!’ | Sowing the Wind, 
The World Well Lost. With 12 Illusts. Paston Carew, Millionaire and Miser, 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s each. 

The Rebel of the Family. | With a Silken Thread. 

The One Too Many. Crown 8v9, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
Dulcie Everton. Two Vols., crown 8vo, ros. net. [Shortly 

Freeshooting: Extracts from the Works of Mrs. LYNN LINTON. Post 8vo, cloth, 25. 6d. 

Lucy (Henry W.).—Gideon Fleyce: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth 
extra, 35. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25._ 

Macalpine (Avery), Novels by. 
Teresa Itasca. Crown 6vo, cloth extra, 1s. 
Broken Wings. With Six Illustrations by W. J. HENNESSY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

MacColl (Hugh), Novels by. 
Mr. Stranger’s Sealed Packet. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 
Ednor Whitlock. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 63. P 

Macdonell (Agnes),—Quaker Cousins. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 

MacGregor (Robert).—Pastimes and Players: Notes on Popular 
Games. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Mackay (Charles, LL.D.). — Interludes and Undertones; or, 
Music at Twilight. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
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McCarthy (Justin, M.P.), Works by. 
wn Times, from the Accession of Queen Victoria to the General Election of 

Pot ho we pear 8vo, cloth extra, 12s. each.—Also a POPULAR EDITION, in Four Vols., 

crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each.—And the JUBILEE EDITION, with an Appendix of Events tothe end 
of 1886, in Two Vols., large crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. each. . 

A Short History of Our Own Times. One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s.—Also a CHEAP 
POPULAR EDITION, post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

A History of the Four Georges. Four Vols., demy 8vo, cl. ex., 125. each. [Vols. I. & II. ready, 
perma iaatia cable nthe, eke area Se 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. 6d, each. 

The Waterdale Neighbours Donna Quixote. With 12 Illustrations. 
My Enemy's Daughter. ‘ The Comet of a Season. : 
A Fair Saxon. Maid of Athens. With 12 Illustrations, 
Linley Rochford. Camiola: A Girl with a Fortune, 
Dear Lady Disdain. : The Dictator. 
Miss Misanthrope. With 12 Illustrations. Red Diamonds. 

‘The Right Honourable.’ By JUSTIN MCCARTHY, M.P.,and Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

McCarthy (Justin Huntly), Works by. di tape aaah Sap 
° ituent A , 1789-91). Four Vols,, demy 8va, , 12S, aoe evpnek Revolution. (Constituent Assem ly, 37 Ce IL peadly s: Woloc TAL Sek. 49h Che Paras 

An Outline of the History of Ireland. Crown 8vo, 1s. ; cloth, 1s. 6¢. 
Ireland Since the Union: Sketches of Irish History, 1798-1886. Crown 8vo, cloth, 65. 

Hafiz in London: Poems. Small 8vo, gold cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Dolly: A Sketch. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s.; cloth timp. 1s. 6d. 
oth limp, 1s. 6d. 

The Thousand and One Days. With Two Photogravures. Two Vols,, crown 8vo, half-bd., res, 
A London Legend. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. [Shortly, 

MacDonald (George, LL.D.), Books by. 
Works of Fancy and Imagination. Ten Vols., 16mo, cloth, gilt edges, in cloth case, ars. ; oF 

the Volumes may be had separately, in Grolier cloth, at 2s. 6d. each. 
Vol. I. WITHIN AND WITHOUT.—THE HIDDEN LIFE, 
» 11. THE DISCIPLE.—THE GOSPEL WOMEN.—BOOK OF SONNETS.—ORGAN SONGS. 
»» III. VIOLIN SONGS.—SONGS OF THE DAYS AND NIGHTS.—A BOOK OF DREAMS,—ROADSIDE 

POEMS.—POEMS FOR CHILDREN. 
eo 1V. PARABLES.—BALLADS.—SCOTCH SONGS. 
» V. & VI. PHANTASTES: A Faerie Romance. { Vol. VII. THE PORTENT. 
» VIII. THE LIGHT PRINCESS.—THE GIANT’S HEART.—SHADOWS. 
»» IX. CROSS PURPOSES.—THE GOLDEN KEY.—THE CARASOYN.—LITTLE DAYLIGHT. 
« & THE CRUEL PAINTER.—THE WOW O’ RIVVEN.—THE CASTLE.—THE BROKEN SWORDS, 

—THE GRAY WOLF.—UNCLE CORNELIUS, 

Poetical Works of George MacDonald. Collected and Arranged by the Author. Two Vols. 
crown 8vo, buckram, 12s. 

A Threefold Cord. Edited by GEORGE MACDONALD. Post 8vo, cloth, 5s. 

Phantastes: A Faerie Romance, With 25 Illustrations by J. BELL. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
Heather and Snow: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
Lilith: A Romance, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Maclise Portrait Gallery (The) of Illustrious | Literary Charac- 
ters: 85 Portraits by DANIEL MACLISE; with Memoirs—Biographical, Critical, Bibliographical, 
and Anecdotal—illustrative of the Literature of the former half of the Present Century, by WILLIAM 
BATES, B.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Macquoid (Mrs.), Works by. Sauare 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each. 
In the Ardennes. With 50 Illustrations by THOMAS R. MACQUOID. 
Pictures and Legends from Normandy and Brittany. 34 Illusts. by T. R. MACQUOID, 
Through Normandy. With 92 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID, apd a Map. 
Through Brittany. With 35 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID, and’a Map. 
About Yorkshire. With 67 Illustrations by T. R. MACQUOID. \ 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Evil Eye, and other Stories. | Lost Rose, and other Stories. 

Magician’s Own Book, The: Performances with Eggs, Hats, &c, 
Edited by W. H. CREMER. With 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. 

Magic Lantern, The, and its Management : Including full Practical 
Directions. By T. C. HEPWORTH. With x0 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 1s. ; cloth, 1s. 6d. 

Magna Charta: An Exact Facsimile of the Original in the British 
Museum, 3 feet by 2 feet, with Arms and Seals emblazoned in Gold and Colours, 5s. 

Mallory (Sir Thomas). — Mort d’Arthur: The Stories of King 
Arthur and of the Knights of the Round Table. (A Selection.) Edited by B, MONTGOMERIE RAN: 
KING, Post 8yo, cloth limp, 2s, 

mag -iotancs 
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Mallock (W. H.), Works: by. | | 
.. ihe New Republic. Post 8vo, picture cover, 2s.; cloth limp, 2s. 6d, “ 
' fhe New Paul & Virginia: Positivism on an Island. Post 8vo, cloth, 25, 6@, _ 

A Romance of the Nineteenth Century. Crown 8vo, cloth 6s. ; post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s, 

Poems. Small 4to, parchment, 8s. 
Is Life Worth Living? Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Mark Twain, Books by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each, 
The Choice Works of Mark Twain. Revised and Corrected throughout by the Author. With 

Life, Portrait, and numerous Illustrations. 
Roughing It;and The Innocents at Home. With 200 Illustrations by F. A, FRASER. 
Mark Twain’s Library of Humour. With 107 Illustrations. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra (illustrated), 7s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 
The Innocents Abroad; or, The New Pilgrims Progress. With 234 Illustrations. (The Two Shil- 

ling Edition is entitled Mark Twain’s Pleasure Trip.) : 
. (The Gilded Age. By MARK TWAIN and C. D. WARNER, With 212 Illustrations. 
The Adventures of Tom Sawyer. With 111 Illustrations. 
A Tramp Abroad. With 314 Illustrations. 

» The Prince and the Pauper. With x99 Illustrations. 
Life on the Mississippi. With 300 Illustrations. 
The Adventures of Huckleberry Finn. With 174 Illustrations by E. W. KEMBLE, 
A Yankee at the Court of King Arthur. With 220 Illustrations by DAN BEARD, 

Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

The American Claimant. With 8r Illustrations by HAL HURST and others, 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. With 26 Illustrations by DAN. BEARD. 
Pudd’nhead Wilson. With Portrait and Six Illustrations by LOUIS LOEB. 
Tom Sawyer, Detective, &c. With numerous Illustrations. [Shortly. 

The £1,000,000 Bank-Note. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, picture boards 2s, 

x Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Stolen White Elephant. | Mark Twain’s Sketches. 

Marks (H. S., R.A.), Pen and Pencil Sketches by. With Four 
Photogravures and 126 Illustrations. Two Vols. demy 8vo, cloth, 32s. 

Marlowe’s Works. Including his Translations, Edited, with Notes 
and Introductions, by Colonel CUNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Marryat (Florence), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. each. 
A Harvest of Wild Oats. Fighting the Air. 
Open! Sesame! Written in Fire. 

Massinger’s Plays. From the Text of W1ILLIAM GIFFoRD, Edited 
by Col. CUNNINGHAM. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Masterman (J.).—Half=a=Dozen Daughters. Post $vo, boards, 25. 

Matthews (Brander).—A Secret of the Sea, &c. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 2s.; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Mayhew (Henry).—London Characters, and the Humorous Side 
London Life. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Meade (L. T.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
A Soldier of Fortune. | In an Iron Grip. 

The Voice of the Charmer. Three Vols., 15s. net. 

Merrick (Leonard).—The Man who was Good. Post 8vo, illus- 
trated boards, 25. 

Mexican Mustang (On a), through Texas to the Rio Grande. By 
A. E. SWEET and J. ARMOY JSNOX With 26s Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Middlemass (Jean), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s, each, 
_Touch and Go. | _Mr. Dorillion. 

Miller (Mrs. F. Fenwick).—Physiology for the Young; or, The 
House of Life. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Milton (J. L.), Works by. Post 8vo, 1s. each; cloth, 1s. 6d, each. 
The Hygiene of the Skin. With Directions for Diet, Soaps, Baths, Wines, &c. 
The Bath in Diseases of the Skin. 
The Laws of Life, and their Relation to Diseases of the Skin. 

Minto (Wm.).—Was She Good or Bad? Cr. 8vo, 1s.; cloth, 15, 6d, 

a — 
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Mitford (Bertram), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
The Gun-Runner: A Romance of Zululand. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY I, WOoD. 
The Luck of Gerard Ridgeley. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L, WOOD. 
The King’s Assegai. With Six full-page Illustrations by STANLEY L. WOOD. 
Renshaw Fanning’s Quest. With a Frontispiece by STANLEY L, WOOD. 

gr eles (Mrs.), Novels by. 
Hathercourt. Rectory. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
That Girl in Black. | Crown 8vo, cloth, 15. 6d. 

ES RA NE RES EN Sn en nn UEEIREEEREREEREERT ERE 

Moncrieff (W. D. Scott-).—The Abdication: An Historical Drama. 
With Seven Etchings by, JOHN PETTIE, W. Q. ORCHARDSON, J. MACWHIRTER, COLIN HUNTER, 

R. MACBETH and TOM GRAHAM. Imperial 4to, buckram, 21s. 
Re OY 

Moore (Thomas), Works by. 
The Epiturean; and Alciphron. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. ; 
Prose and Verse; including Suppressed Passages from the MEMOIRS OF LORD BYRON. Edited 

by R. H. SHEPHERD. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d, 

Muddock\ (J. E.) Stories by. 
Stories Weird and Wonderful. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.; cloth, 25. 6d. 
The Dead\Man’s Secret. Frontispiece by F. BARNARD. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 5s.; post 8vo, boards, 2s. 
From the Bosom of the Deep. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Maid Marian and Robin Hood. With 12 Illusts. by STANLEY WOOD. Cr. 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
Basile the Vester. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. [Shortly. 

Murray (D, Christie), Novels by. 
Ciown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. Fo 

A Life’s Atmement. The Way of the World. A Bit of Human Nature, 
Joseph’s Coat. 12 Illusts. A Model Father. First Person Singular. 
Coals of Fire 3 lllusts. Old Blazer’s Hero. Bob Martin’s Little Girl. 
Val Strange Cynic Fortune. Frontisp. Time’s Revenges. 
Hearts. \ By the Gate of the Sea. A Wasted Crime. 

\ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
In Direst Peril. | Mount Despair, &c. Frontispiece by GRENVILLE MANTON. 

The Making ofa Novelist: An Experiment in Autobiography. With a Collotype Portrait and 
Vignette. Crown 8yo, art linen, 6s. i i 

Murray (D. Christie) and Henry Herman, Novels by. 
Crown'8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

One Traveller Returns. | The Bishops’ Bible. 
Paul Jones’s Alias, &c. With Illustrations by A. FORESTIER and G. NICOLET. 

Murray (Henry), Novels by. 
Post Svo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth, 2s. 6d. each. 

A Game of Bluff. | | A Song of Sixpence. 

Newbolt (Henry).—Taken from the Enemy. Fcp. 8vo, cloth, rs. 6d. 
Nisbet (Hume), Books by. 

*Bail Up.’ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Dr. Bernard St. Vincent. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Lessons in Art. With 2z Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 
Where Art Begins. With 27 Illustrations. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Norris (W. E.), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, each. 
Saint Ann’s. | Billy Bellew. With Frontispiece. [Shortly. 

O’Hanlon (Alice), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
The Unforeseen. | Chance? or Fate? 

Quida, Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d. ea.; post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. ea, 
Held in Bondage. Folle-Farine. Moths. | Pipistrello. 
Tricotrin. A Dog of Flanders. A Village Commune. 
Strathmore. Pascarel. | Signa. In Maremma. | Wanda. 
Chandos. Two Wooden Shoes, Bimbi. | Syrlin. 
Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage! In a Winter City. Frescoes. | Othmar. 
Under Two Flags. Ariadne. Princess Napraxine. 
Puck. | Idalia. Friendship. Guilderoy. | Ruffino. 

Square 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. each. 

Bimbi. With Nine Illustrations by EDMUND H. GARRETT. 
A Dog of Flanders, &c. With Six Illustrations by EDMUND H. GARRETT, 

_ Santa Barbara, &c. Square 8vo, cloth, 6s.; crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6¢.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Two Offenders. Square 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. ; crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Wisdom, Wit, and Pathos, selected from the Works of OUIDA by F, SYDNEY MORRIS, Post 
vo, cloth extra, 5s,—CHEAP EDITION, illustrated boards, 2s. 
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Ohnet (Georges), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each, 
Doctor Rameau. | A Last Love. 

A Weird Gift. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, picture boards, 2s. 

Oliphant (Mrs.), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each, 
The Primrose Path. | Whiteladies. 
The Greatest Heiress in England. 

O’Reilly (Mrs.).—Phcebe’s Fortunes. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s, 

Page (H. A.), Works by. 
Thoreau: His Life and Aims. With Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
Animal Anecdotes. Arranged on a New Principle. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 5s. 

ARR ° a ae Ree. ot 
Pandurang Hari; or, Memoirs of a Hindoo, With Preface by Sir 

BARTLE FRERE. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6¢.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Pascal’s Provincial Letters. A New Translation, with Historical 
Introduction and Notes by T. M’CRIE, D.D. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Paul (Margaret A.).—Gentle and Simple. Crown 8vo, cloth, with 
Frontispiece by HELEN PATERSON, 35. 6d,; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Payn (James), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Lost Sir Massingberd. Holiday Tasks. - 
Walter’s Word. The Canon’s Ward. With Portrait. 
Less Black than We’re Painted. The Talk of the Town. With 12 lllusts, 
I. Proxy. | For Cash Only. Glow-Worm Tales. * 
High Spirits. The Mystery of Mirbridge. 
unuer One Roof. The Word and the Will. 
A Confidential Agent. With 12 Illusts. The Burnt Million. 
A Grape from a Thorn. With 12 Illusts. Sunny Stories. | A Trying Patient. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each, 

Humorous Stories. | From Exile. Found Dead. 
The Foster Brothers. Gwendoline’s Harvest. 
The Family Scapegrace. A Marine Residence. 
Married Beneath Him. Mirk Abbey. 
Bentinck’s Tutor. Some Private Views. 
A Perfect Treasure. Not Wooed, But Won. 
A County Family. Two Hundred Pounds Reward, 
Like Father, Like Son. The Best of Husbands. 
A Woman’s Vengeance. * Halves. 
Carlyon’s Year. | Cecil’s Tryst. Fallen Fortunes. \ 
Murphy’s Master. ' What He Cost Har. 
At Her Mercy. Kit: A Memory. 
The Clyffards of Clyffe. A Prince of the Blood, 

In Peril and Privation. With 17 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d, 
Notes from the ‘ News.’ Crown 8vo, portrait cover, 1s,; cloth, 1s. 6d. 

Pennell (H. Cholmondeley), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s, 6d. ea, 
Puck on Pegasus. With Illustrations. 
Pegasus Re-Saddled. With Ten full-page Illustrations by G. DU MAURIER, 
The Muses of Mayfair: Vers de Société. Selected by H. C, PENNELL. 

Phelps (E. Stuart), Works by. | Post 8vo, 1s. ea. ; cloth, Is. 6d. ea, 
Beyond the Gates. | An Old Maid’s Paradise. | Burglars in Paradise. 

Jack the Fisherman. Illustrated by C. W. REED. Crown 8vo, 1s.; cloth, 1s. 6d. 

Phil May’s Sketch-Book. Containing 50 full-page Drawings, Imp, 
4to, art canvas, gilt top, ros. 6d. 

Pirkis (C. L.), Novels by. 
Trooping with Crows. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, 15S. 
Lady Lovelace. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Planche (J. R.), Works by. 
The Pursuivant of Arms. With Six Plates and 209 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 75. 6d. 
Songs and Poems, 1819-1879. With Introduction by Mrs. MACKARNESS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Plutarch’s Lives of Illustrious Men. With Notes and a Life of 
Plutarch by JOHN and WM. LANGHORNE, and Portraits. Two Vols., demy 8yvo, half-bound ios. 6d, 

Poe’s (Edgar Allan) Choice Worksin Prose and Poetry. With Intro. 
‘duction by CHARLES BAUDELAIRE, Portrait and Facsimiles. Crown yo, cloth, 75. 6(, 

The Mystery of Marie Roget, &c, Post 8yo, illustrated boards, 2s, 
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Pope’s Poetical Works. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Praed (Mrs. Campbell), Novels by. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s. each. 
The Romance of a Station. | The Soul of Countess Adrian. 

Outlaw and Lawmaker. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, boards, 2s. 
Christina Chard. With Frontispiece by W. PAGET. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Price (E. C.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

Valentina. | The Foreigners. | Mrs. Lancaster’s Rival. 
— 

Gerald. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. Be 

Bilicesd Olga.—Radna: A Novel. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Proctor (Richard A., B.A.), Works by. 
Flowers of the Sky Withs55 Illustrations. Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
Easy Star Lessons. With Star Maps for every Night inthe Year. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 
Familiar Science Studies. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Saturn and its System. With 13 Steel Plates. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, ros. 6d. 
Mysteries\of Time and Space. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 65. 
The Univérse of Suns, &c. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Wages and Wants of Science Workers. Crown 8vo, rs. 6d. 

Pryce (Rich ard).—Miss Maxwell’s Affections. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
with Frontispiece by HAL LUDLOW, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Rambosson \(J.).—Popular Astronomy. Translated by C. B, Pit- 
MAN. With Cobured Frontispiece and numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Randolph (Lieut.-Col. George, U.S.A.).— Aunt Abigail Dykes: 
A Novel. Crown\8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Reade’s (Charles) Novels. 
Crown 8vo, clota extra, mostly Illustrated, 35. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Peg Woffington. Christie Johnstone, Hard Cash Griffith Gaunt. 
‘It is Never Too te to Mend.’ _— Foul Play. | Put Yourselfin His Place. 
The Course of True Love Never Did Run A Terrible Temptation, 
Smooth. _ A Simpleton. | The Wandering Heir. 

The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack of A Woman-Hater. 
all Trades ; and James Lambert. Singleheart and Doubleface. 

Love Me Little, Love Me Long. Good Stories of Men and other Animals. 
The Double Marriage. The Jilt, and other Stories. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. A Perilous Secret. | Readiana. 

A New Collected LIBRARY EDITION, complete in Seventeen Volumes, set in new long primer type, 
printed on laid paper, and elegantly bound in cloth, price 3s. 6d. each, is now in course of publication. The 
volumes will appear in the following order :— 

1. Peg Woffington; and Christie John- z Love Me Little, Love me Long. [Mar. 
. _ stone. . The Double Marriage. [A oril. 
2. Hard Cash. 9. Griffith Gaunt. (May. 
3. The Cloister and the Hearth. Witha to. Foul Play. [Fure. 

Preface by Sir WALTER BESANT. 11. Put Yourself in His Place. [Fuly. 
4. ‘It is Never too Late to Mend.’ [Dec. 12. A Terrible Temptation. [4ucust. 
5. The Course of True Love Never Did 13. A Simpleton. [Sepe. 

Run Smooth; and Singleheart and 14. A Woman-Hater. [Oct. 
Doubleface. [ Fan. 1896. 15. The Jilt, and other Stories; and Good 

6. The Autobiography of a Thief; Jack Stories of Men & other Animals.[/Vov. 
of all Trades; A Hero and a Mar- 16. A Perilous Secret. (Dec. 
tyr; and The Wandering Heir. [Fed. 17. Readiana; & Bible Characters,[ ¥a2.'97 

POPULAR EDITIONS, medium 8vo, 6d. each; cloth, rs. each. 

‘It is Never Too Late to Mend.’ |_ The Cloister and the Hearth. 
Peg Woffington; and Christie Johnstone. 

Christie Johnstone. With Frenbispicce: Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxb.2s.6d. 
Peg Woffington. Choicely printed in Elzevir style. Fcap. 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 2s. 6d. 
The Cloister and the Hearth. In Four Vols., post 8vo, with an Introduction by Sir WALTER BE- 

SANT, and a Frontispiece to each Vol., 14s. the set; and the ILLUSTRATED LIBRARY EDITION, 
with Illustrations on every page, Two Vols., crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 42s. net. 

Bible Characters. Fcap. 8vo, leatherette, 1s. 

Selections from the Works of Charles Reade. With an Introduction by Mrs. ALEX. IRE 
LAND. Crown 8vo, buckram, with Portrait, 6s.; CHEAP EDITION, post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 

Riddell (Mrs. J. H.), Novels by. 
Weird Stories. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Uninhabited House. Fairy Water. 
The Prince of Wales’s Garden Party, Her Mother’s Darling. 
The Mystery in Palace Gardens. The Nun’s Curse. | Idle Tales, 
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Rimmer (Alfred), Works by. Square 8vo, cloth gilt, 7s. 6d, each. 
Our Old Countr owns. With 55 Illustrations by the Author. 
Rambles Round Eton and Harrow. With 50 Illustrations by the Author. 
About England with Dickens. With 58 Illustrations by C. A. VANDERHOOF and A. RIMMER. 

y BOCR eee bats 1s Bases Bee ee a eee 

Rives (Amelie).—Barbara Dering. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; 
post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. post 8vo, illustrated: boardsyas. 00.8 oN eee 

Robinson Crusoe. By Daniet Deror. (Major's EpItion.) With j 
37 Illustrations by GEORGE CRUIKSHANK,. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. % 

AOE Ree Lae cept et pore tane eG Pg Cpr oe ee SOO ee re 

Robinson (F. W.), Novels by. | 
Women are'Strange. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. : 

The Hands of Justice. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ) 

The Woman inthe Dark. Two Vols., ros. net. 
pela amar aa em SU SS NEES SO es 

Robinson (Phil), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s, each. 
The Poets’ Birds. | The Poets’ Beasts. 
The Poets and Nature: Reptiles, Fishes, and Insects. 

Rochefoucauld’s Maxims and Moral Reflections. With Notes 
and an Introductory Essay by SAINTE-BEUVE. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 1, 

UR eee er A OLS Se ee Oe erie OO a 
Roll of Battle Abbey, The: A List of the Principal Warriors who 

came from Normandy with William the Conqueror, 1066. Printed in Gold and Colours, 5s. 

Rosengarten (A.).—A Handbook of Architectural Styles. Trans- 
lated by W. COLLETT-SANDARS. With 630 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Rowley (Hon. Hugh), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d, each. | 
Puniana: Riddles and Jokes. With numerous Illustrations. 
More Puniana. Profusely Illustrated. 

Runciman (James), Stories by. Post 8vo, bds., 2s, ea.; cl., 2s, 6d. ea, | 
Skippers and Shellbacks. | Grace Balmaign’s Sweetheart. | 
Schools and Scholars. 

Russell (Dora), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 
A Country Sweetheart. | The Drift of Fate. [Shortly 

Russell (W. Clark), Books and Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Round the Galley-Fire. A Book for the Hammock. 
In the Middle atch. The Mystery of the ‘Ocean Star.’ 
A Voyage to the Cape. The Romance of Jenny Harlowe. 

eohges Meet Unease eee TE ST ] 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. d 

An Ocean Tragedy. { My Shipmate Louise. | Alone ona Wide Wide Sea, : 
aS ES Eee ¥ 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each, 

Is He the Man? The Phantom Death, &c. With Frontispiece. 
The GoodShip *‘ Mohock.’ The Convict Ship. [Shortly, 

On the Fo’k’sle Head. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
Heart of Oak. Three Vols., crown 8yo, 15s. net. 
The Tale ofthe Ten. Three Vols., crown 8yo, 155. net. [Shortly 

Saint Aubyn (Alan), Novels by. 
’ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25, each, 

A Fellow of Trinity. With a Note by OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES and a Frontispiece. 
The Junior Dean. | The Master of St. Benedict’s. | To His Own Master, 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 1s. 6d. each. 

The Old Maid’s Sweetheart. | Modest Little Sara. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

Orchard Damerel.| In the Face of the World. | The Tremlett Diamonds. [Stortly 

Sala (George A.).—Gaslight and Daylight. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. 

Sanson. — Seven Generations of Executioners: Memoirs of the 
Sanson Family (1688 to 1847). Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Saunders (John), Novels by. 
Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Guy Waterman. | he Lion in the Path. | The Two Dreamers. 

; Bound to the Whael. Crown Svo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
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Saunders (Katharine), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, as, eache 

porearet and Elizabeth. | Heart Salvage. 
The High Mills. Sebastian. 

Joan Merryweather. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
Gideon’s Rock. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Scotland Yard, Past and Present: Experiences of Thirty-seven Years, 
By Ex-Chief-Inspector CAVANAGH. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.; cloth, 25. 6d. g 3 

Secret Out, The: One Thousand Tricks with Cards; with Entertain- 
ing Experiments in Drawing-room or ‘ White’ Magic. By W. H. CREMER. With 300 Illustrations. Crown 
Svo, cloth extra, 4s. 6d. d @ iaN3 

Seguin (L. G.), Works by. 
The Country of the Passion Play (Oberammergau) and the Highlands of Bavaria,’ With 

> Map and 37 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
Walks in Algiers. With Two Maps and 16 Illustrations. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 6s. 

Senior (Wm.).—By Stream and Sea. Post 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d." 
Sergeant (Adeline).—Dr. Endicott’s Experiment. Crown 8vo, 

uckram, 35. 6a, i 

Shakespeare for Children: Lamb’s Tales from Shakespeare. 
’ With Illustrations, coloured and plain, by J. MOYR SMITH. Crown 4to, cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. 

Sharp (William).—Children of To-morrow. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Shelley’s (Percy Bysshe) Complete Works in Verse and Prose. 
Edited, Prefaced, and Annotated by R. HERNE SHEPHERD. Five Vols., crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. each. 

Poetical Works, in Three Vols. : - 
Vol. I. Introduction by the Editor; Posthumous Fragments of Margaret Nicholson; Shelley’s Corres 

spondence with Stockdale; The Wandering Jew; Queen Mab, with the Notes; Alastor, 
and other Poems; Rosalind and Helen; Prometheus Unbound; Adonais, &c. 

II. Laon and Cythna; The Cenci; Julian and Maddalo; Swellfoot the Tyrant; The Witch of 
Atlas; Epipsychidion; Hellas. 

» III. Posthumous Poems; The Masque of Anarchy; and other Pieces. 
Prose Works, in Two Vols. : 

Vol. I. The Two Romances of Zastrozzi and St. Irvyne: the Dublin and Marlow Pamphlets; A Refu- 
tation of Deism ; Letters to Leigh Hunt, and some Minor Writings and Fragments. 

» II. The Essays; Letters from Abroad; Translations and Fragments, edited by Mrs. SHELLEY. 
z With a Biography of Shelley, and an Index of the Prose Works. 

*,* Also a few copies of a LARGE-PAPER EDITION, 5 vols., cloth, £2 12s. 6d. 

Sherard (R. H.).—Rogues: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 1s.; cloth, 1s, 6d. 

Sheridan (General P. H.), Personal Memoirs of. With Portraits, 
Maps, and Facsimiles. Two Vols., demy 8vo, cloth, 245. 

Sheridan’s. (Richard Brinsley) Complete Works, with Life and 
Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, his Works in Prose and Poetry, Translations, Speeches, 
and Jokes. With zo Illustrations. Crown 8vo, half-bound, 7s. 6d. 

The Rivals, The School for Scandal, and other Plays. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 
Sheridan’s Comedies: The Rivals and The School for Scandal. Edited, with an Intro- 

duction and Notes to each Play, and a Biographical Sketch, by BRANDER MATTHEWS, With 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, half-parchment, 12s. 6d. 

Sidney’s (Sir Philip) Complete Poetical Works, including all 
those in ‘ Arcadia.’ With Portrait, Memorial-Introduction, Notes, &c., by the Rev. A. B. GROSART 
D.D. Three Vols., crown 8vo, cloth boards, 18s. 

Sims (George R.), Works by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each; cloth limp, 25. 6d. each. 

Rogues and Vagabonds. Tales of To-day. 
The Ring o’ Bells. _ Dramas of. Life. With 60 Illustrations. 
Mary Jane’s Memoirs, Memoirs of a Landlady. 
Mary Jane Married. My Two Wives. 
Tinkletop’s Crime. Scenes from the Show. 
Zeph: A Circus Story, &c. The Ten Commandments: Stories, (Shortly. 

Crown 8vo, picture cover, rs, each; cloth, rs. 6d. each. 

How the Poor Live; and Horrible London. 
The Dagonet Reciter and Reader: Being Readings and Recitations in Prose and Verse, 

selected from his own Works by GEORGE R. SIMS. 
The Case of George Candlemas. | Dagonet Ditties, (From The Referee.) 

Dagonet Abroad. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s, 6d 
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Signboards: Their History, including Anecdotes of Famous Taverns arid 
Remarkable Characters. By JACOB LARWOOD and JOHN CAMDEN HOTTEN. With Coloured Frontis 
piece and 94 Illustrations. Crown 8vce, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Sister Dora: A Biography. By Marcaret LonspaLz, With Four 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, picture cover, 4d.; cloth, 6d. 

Sketchley (Arthur).—A Match in the Dark. Post 8vo, boards, 2s 

Slang Dictionary (The): Etymological, Historical, and Anecdotal, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 6d. 

Smart (Hawley).—Without Love or Licence: A Novel. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Smith (J. Moyr), Works by. 
The Prince of Argolis. With 130 Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 
The Wooing of the Water Witch. With numerous Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Society in London. Crown 8vo, ts.; cloth, 1s. 6d. 

Society in Paris: The Upper Ten Thousand. A Series of Letters 
from Count PAUL VASILI to a Young French Diplomat. Crown 8vo, cloth, 6s. 

Somerset (Lord Henry).—Songs of Adieu. Small 4to, Jap. vel., 6s. 

Spalding (T. A., LL.B.).— Elizabethan Demonology: An Essay 
on the Belief in the Existence of Devils, Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ss. 

Speight (T. W.), Novels by. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

The Mysteries of Heron Dyke. Back to Life. 
By Devious Ways, c. The Loudwater Tragedy. 
Hoodwinked; & Sandycroft Mystery. Burgo’s Romance. 
The Golden Hoop. Quittance in Full. 

Post 8vo, cloth limp, 1s. 6d. each. 

A Barren Title. | Wife or No Wife? 

The Sandycroft Mystery. Crown 8vo, picture cover, 1s. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. each. 

A Secret of the Sea. | The Grey Monk. (Shortly. 

Spenser for Children. By M. H. Towry. With Coloured Illustrations 
by WALTER J. MORGAN. Crown 4to, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Starry Heavens (The): A PorticaL Birtupay Boox. Royal 16mo, 
cloth extra, 25. 6d. 

Stedman (E. C.), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. each. 
Victorian Poets. | The Poets of America. 

Sterndale (R. Armitage).—The Afghan Knife: A Novel. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Stevenson (R. Louis), Works by. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d, ea. 
Travels with a Donkey. Witha Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE, 
An Inland Voyage. With a Frontispiece by WALTER CRANE, 

Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top, 6s. each, 

Familiar Studies of Men and Books. 
The Silverado Squatters. With Frontispiece by J. D. STRONG. 
The Merry Men. | Underwoods: Poems. 
Memories and Portraits. : 
Virginibus Puerisque, and other Papers. | Ballads. | Prince Otto. 
Across the Plains, with other Memories and Essays. 

New Arabian Nights. Crown 8vo, buckram, gilt top. 6s. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 
The Suicide Club; and The Rajah’s Diamond. (From NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS.) With 

Fight Illustrations by W. J. HENNESSY. Crown 8vo, cloth, ss. 
Father Damien: An Open Letter to the Rev. Dr. Hyde. Cr, 8vo, hand-made and brown paper, 15s. 
The Edinburgh Edition of the Works of Robert Louis Stevenson. Twenty Vols. 

demy 8vo. This Edition (which is limited to 1,000 copies) is sold only in Sets, the price of which 
may be learned from the Booksellers. The Vols. are appearing at the rate of one a month, beginning 
Nov. 1894. 

Weir of Hermiston, (R. L. STEVENSON’S LAST WORK.) Large crown 8yo, 65. [Shortly 

ee ee a 
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Stoddard (C. Warren).—Summer Cruising in the South Seas. 
* Illustrated by WALLIS MACKAY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Stories from Foreign Novelists. With Notices by HELEN and 
ALICE ZIMMERN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Strange Manuscript (A) Found in a Copper Cylinder. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, with r9 Illustrations by GILBERT GAUL, 5s.; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Strange Secrets. Told by Percy FiTzGERALD, CONAN DoyLE, FLor- 
ENCE MARRYAT, &c. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Strutt (Joseph). — The Sports and Pastimes of the People of 
‘England; including the Rural and Domestic Recreations, May Games, Mummeries, Shows, &c., from 
the Earliest Period to the Present Time. Edited by WILLIAM HONE. With 140 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6d. 

Swift’s (Dean) Choice Works, in Prose and Verse. With Memoir, 
Portrait, and Facsimiles of the Maps in ‘Gulliver’s Travels.’ Crown 8vo, cloth, 75. 6d. 

, Gulliver’s Travels, and A Tale of a Tub. Post 8vo, half-bound, 2s. 
Jonathan Swift: A Study. By J. CHURTON COLLINS. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 8s. 

——— 

Swinburne (Algernon C.), Works by. 
Selections from the Poetical Works of A Note on Charlotte Bronte. Cr. 8vo, 6s. 
A. C. Swinburne. Fcap. 8vo, 6s. A Study of Shakespeare. Crown 8vo, 8s. 

Atalanta in Calydon. Crown 8vo, 6s. Songs of the Springtides. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Chastelard: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 7s. Studies in Song. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
Poems and Ballads. FIRST SERIES. Crown Mary Stuart: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 8s. 

8vo, or fcap. 8vo, 9s. Tristram of Lyonesse. Crown 8yo, 9s. 
Poems and Ballads. SECOND SERIES. Crown A Century of Roundels. Small 4to, 8s. 

8vo, 95. A Midsummer Holiday. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
Poems & Ballads. THIRDSERIES. Cr. 8vo, 75. Marino Faliero: A Tragedy. Crown 8yo, 6s. 
Songs before Sunrise. Crown 8vo, tos. 6d. A Study of Victor Hugo. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
Bothwell: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 12s. 6d. Miscellanies. Crown 8vo, 12s. 
Songs of Two Nations. Crown 8vo, 6s. Locrine;: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
George Chapman. (See Vol. II. of G. CHAP- A Study of Ben Jonson. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
MAN'S Works.) Crown 8vo, 6s. The Sisters: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Essays and Studies. Crown 8vo, 12s. Astrophel, &c. Crown 8vo, 7s. 
Erechtheus: A Tragedy. Crown 8vo, 6s. Studies in Prose and Poetry. Cr. 8vo, 9s. 
8 ee ee ee eee SS Eee ee eee 

Syntax’s (Dr.) Three Tours: In Search of the Picturesque, in Search 
of Consolation, and in Search of a Wife. With ROWLANDSON'S Coloured Illustrations, and Life of the 
Author by J. C. HOTTEN. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Taine’s History of English Literature. Translated by Henry Van 
LAUN. Four Vols., small demy 8vo, cloth boards, 30.s.—POPULAR EDITION, Two Vols., large crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 155. ‘ 

Taylor (Bayard). — Diversions of the Echo Club: Burlesques of 
Modern Writers. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

Taylor (Dr. J. E., F.L.S.), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. each. 
The Sagacity and Morality of Plants: A Sketch of the Life and Conduct of the Vegetable 

Kingdom. With a Coloured Frontispiece and roo IIlustrations. 
Our Common British Fossils, and Where to Find Them. With 331 Illustrations, 
The Playtime Naturalist. With 366 Illustrations. 

Taylor (Tom). — Historical Dramas. Containing ‘Clancarty, 
‘Jeanne Darc,’ ‘’Twixt Axe and Crown,’ ‘The Fool's Revenge,’ ‘ Arkwright’s Wife,’ ‘ Anne Boleyn, 
* Plot and Passion.’ Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 75. 6a. 

*,* The Plays may also be had separately, at 1s. each. 

Tennyson (Lord): A Biographical Sketch. By H. J. JEnninGs. Post 
8vo, portrait cover, 1s.; cloth, 1s. 6d. 

Thackerayana: Notes and Anecdotes. With Coloured Frontispiece and 
Hundreds of Sketches by WILLIAM MAKEPEACE THACKERAY. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 

Thames, A New Pictorial History of the. By A. S. Krausse. 
With 340 Illustrations. Post 8vo, 1s.; cloth, 1s. 6d. 

Thiers (Adolphe). — History of the Consulate and Empire of 
France under Napoleon, Translated by D. FORBES CAMPBELL and JOHN STEBBING. With 36 Steel 

‘Plates, 12 Yols., demy 8yo, cloth extra, t2s. each, 
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Thomas (Bertha), Novels by. Cr. 8vo, cl., 3s. 6d.ea,; post Oyo 25, ea, 
The Wiolin-Player. | Proud Maisie. 

Cressida. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. 

Thomson’s Seasons, and The Castle of Indolence. With Intro- 
duction by ALLAN CUNNINGHAM, and 48 Illustrations, Post 8vo, half-bound, es. 

Thornbury (Walter), Books by. 
The Life and Correspondence of J. M. W. Turner. With Illustrations in Colours. Crown 

8vo, cloth extra, 75, 6d. ; 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2 2s. , each. 

Old Stories Re-told. | Tales for the Marines, 

Timbs (John), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 
The History of Clubs and Club Life in London: Anecdotes of its Famous Coffee-houses, 

Ilostelries, and Taverns. With 42 Illustrations. 
English Eccentrics and Eccentricities: Stories of Delusions, Impostures, Sporting Scenes, 

Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folk, &c., With 48 Illustrations, 

Trollope (Anthony), Novels by. 
Crown 8yo, cloth extra, 3s. 6¢, each; post 8yo, illustrated boards, 25. each, 

The Way We Live Now. Mr. Scarborough’s Family, 
Frau Frohmann. The Land-Leaguers. 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 25. each. 

et dy in the Dark. : The American Senator. 
The Golden Lion of Granpere. John Caldigate. | Marion Fay. 

Trollope (Frances E.), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. - 

Like Ships Upon the Sea. | Mabel’s Progress. | Anne Furness. 

Trollope (T. A.).—Diamond Cut Diamond. Post 8vo, illust. bds., 2s, 

Trowbridge (J. T.).—Farnell’s Folly. Post 8vo, illust. boards, 2s. 

Tytler (C. C. Fraser=).—Mistress Judith: A Novel. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 3s. 6a. ; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, 

Tytler (Sarah), Novels by. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6a. each; post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

Lady Bell. ] Buried Diamonds. | The Blackhall Ghosts, 

Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

What She Came Through. The Huguenot Family. 
Citoyenne Jacqueline. Noblesse Oblige. 
The Bride’s Pass. Beauty and the Beast. 
Saint Mungo’s City. Disappeared, 

The Macdonald Lass. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Upward (Allen), Novels by. 
The Queen Against Owen. Crown 8vo, cloth, with Frontispiece, 3s. 6d. ; post 8vo, boards, 2s, 
The Prince of Balkistan. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 

Vashti and Esther. By the Writer of ‘ Belle’s’ Letters in The World, 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 

Villari (Linda).—A Double Bond: A Story. fcap. 8vo, ts. 

Vizetelly (Ernest A.).—The Scorpion: A Romance of Spain. With 
a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Walton and Cotton’s Complete Angler; or, The Contemplative 
Man’s Recreation, by IZAAK WALTON; and Instructions How to Aneie: foraTrout or Grayling ina 
clear. Stream; by CHARLES COTTON. With Memoirs and Notes by Sir HARRIS NICHOLAS, and 6x 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth antique, 75. 6d. 

Walt Whitman, Poems by. Edited, with Introduction, by WILLIAM 
M. ROSSETTI., With Portrait. Crown 8vo, hand-made paper and buckram, 6s. 

Ward (Herbert), Books by. 
Five Years with the Congo Cannibals. With 92 Illustrations. ae 8vo, cloth, 145, ° 
My Life with Stanley’s Rear Guard, With Map. Post 8yo, 4s, ; cloth, 5, S¢ 
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Walford (Edward, M.A.), Works by. Ey a eee 
Walford’s County Families of the United Kingdom (1896), Containing the Descent, 

Birth, Marriage, Education, &c., of 12,000 Heads of Families, their Hits, Offices, Addresses, Clubs, 
&c.~ Royal 8vo, cloth gilt, sos. eg : 

Walford’s Shilling Peerage (1896). Containing a List of the House of Lords, Scotch and 
Irish Peers, &c. 32mo, cloth, 1s. mee , : Ms beh Sucre 

Walford’s Shilling Baronetage (1896). Containing a List of the Baronets of the United 
Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. 32mo, cloth, 1s. WER 

Walford’s Shilling Knightage (1896). Containing a List of the Knights of the United 
Kingdom, Biographical Notices, Addresses, &c. _32mo, cloth, 1s. Z 

Walford’s Shilling House of Commons (1896). Containing a List of all the Members of the 
New Parliament, their Addresses, Clubs, &c. 32mo, cloth, rs. 3 

Walford’s Complete Peerage, Baronetage, Knightage, and House of Commons 
(1896). Royal 32mo, cloth, gilt edges, 5s. [Preparing 

Tales of our Great Families. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. 

Warner (Charles Dudley).—A Roundabout Journey. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 6s. 

Warrant to Execute Charles I. A Facsimile, with the 59 Signatures 
and Seals. Printed on paper 22 in. by 14 in. 25. : ‘ 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of Scots. A Facsimile, including Queen Elizabeth's Signa- 
ture and the Great Seal. 2s. s ; 

Washington’s (George) Rules of Civility Traced to their Sources 
and Restored by MONCURE D. CONWAY. Fcap. 8vo, Japanese vellum, 2s. 6d. 

Wassermann (Lillias), Novels by. 
The Daffodils. Crown 8vo, 1s.; cloth, 15. 6d. 

The Marquis of Carabas. By AARON WATSON and LILLIAS WASSERMANN. Post 8vo, 
illustrated boards, 2s. 

Weather, How to Foretell the, with the Pocket Spectroscope. 
By F. W. CORY. With Ten Illustrations. Crown 8vo, zs.; cloth, rs. 6d. 

Webber (Byron).—Fun, Frolic, and Fancy. With 43 Illustrations 
by PHIL MAY and CHARLES MAY. Fcap. 4to, cloth, 5s. 

Westall (William), Novels by. 
Trust-Money. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s.; cloth, 2s. 6d. 
Sons of Beliai. Two Vols., crown 8vo, ros. net. ay oh gle 

Whist, How to Play Solo. By Apranam S, Wixxs and Cuartes F. 
PARDON. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 

White (Gilbert).—The Natural History of Selborne. . Post 8vo, 
printed on laid paper and half-bound, 2s. 

Williams (W. Mattieu, F.R.A.S.), Works by. 
Science in Short Chapters. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
A Simple Treatise on Heat. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 
The Chemistry of Cookery. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. : 
The Chemistry of Iron and Steel Making. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 9s. 
A Windication of Phrenology. With Portrait and 43 Illusts. Demy 8vo, cloth extra, ros. 6d. 

Williamson (Mrs. F. H.).—A Child Widow. Post 8vo, bds., 2s. 

Wilson (Dr. Andrew, F.R.S.E.), Works by. 
Chapters on Evolution. With 259 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. 
Leaves from a Naturalist’s Note-Book. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. 
Leisure-Fime Studies. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Studies in Life and Sense. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 
Common Accidents: How to Treat Them. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 15.; cloth, 156d. 
Glimpses of Nature. With 35 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 35. 6d. 

Winter (J. S.), Stories by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each: 
cloth limp, 2s. 6d. each. 

Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends. 

4A Soldier’s Children. With 34 Illustrations by E. G. THOMSON and E. STUART HARDY: Crowrt 
8yo, cloth extra, 35. 6d, 

BECOME hs nbn EAL LAGARDE aaa ae eee 

Wissmann (Hermann von).— My Second Journey through 
Equatorial Africa, With 92 Illustrations, Demy &vo, cloth, 165, A aes 
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Wood (H. F.), Detective Stories by. Post 8vo, boards, 2s. each. 
_The Passenger from Scotland Yard. | he Englishman of the Rue Cain. 

Wood (Lady).—Sabina: A Novel. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 

Woolley (Celia Parker).—Rachel Armstrong; or, Love and The- 
ology. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. ; cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Wright (Thomas), Works by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7s. 6d. each. 
The Caricature History of the Georges. With 400 Caricatures, Squibs, &c. 
History of Caricature and of the Grotesque in Art, Literature, Sculpture, anc 

Painting. Illustrated by F. W. FAIRHOLT, F.S.A. 

Wynman (Margaret).—My Flirtations. With 13 Illustrations by 
. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Post 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

Yates (Edmund), Novels by. Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s, each. 
Land at Last. | The Forlorn Hope. | Castaway. 

Zangwill (I.).— Ghetto Tragedies. With Three Illustrations by 
A .S. BOYD. Fcap. 8vo, picture cover, rs. net. 

Zola (Emile), Novels by. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d, each, 
The Fat and the Thin. Translated by ERNEST A, VIZETELLY. 
Money. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. 
The Downfall. Translated by E. A. VIZETELLY. 
The Dream. Translated by ELIZA CHASE. With Eight Illustrations by JEANNIOT. 
Doctor Pascal. Translated by E. A. VIZETELLY. With Portrait of the Author, 
Lourdes. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. 
Rome. Translated by ERNEST A. VIZETELLY. (Shortly. 

SOME BOOKS CLASSIFIED IN SERIES. 
*.* For fuller cataloguing, see alphabetical arrangement, pp. 1-26. 

The Mayfair Library. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. 6d. per Volume. 
A Journey Round My Room. By X. DE MAISTRE. Theatrical Anecdotes. By JACOB LARWOOD, 

Translated by Sir HENRY ATTWELL, Jeux d’Esprit. Edited by HENRY S. LEIGH. 
Quips and Quiddities. By W. D. ADAMS. Witch Stories. By E. LYNN LINTON. 
The Agony Column of ‘The Times.’ Ourselves. By E. LYNN LINTON. 
Melancholy Anatomised : Abridgment of BURTON. Pastimes and Players. By R. MACGREGOR. 
Poetical Ingenuities. By W. T. DOBSON. New Paul and Virginia. By W. H. MALLOCK, 
The Cupboard Papers. By FIN-BEC. The New Republic. By W. H. MALLOCK, 
W. S. Gilbert’s Plays. Three Series. Puck on Pegasus. By H. C. PENNELL, 

Songs of Irish Wit and Humour. Pegasus Re-saddled. By H. C. PENNELL. 
Animals and their Masters. By Sir A. HELPS, Muses of Mayfair. Edited by H. C. PENNELL. 
Social Pressure. By Sir A. HELPS. Thoreau: His Life and Aims. By H. A. PAGE, 
Curiosities of Criticism. By H. J. page ee Puniana. By Hon. HUGH ROWLEY. 
The Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table. By OLIVER More Puniana. By Hon. HUGH ROWLEY. 
WENDELL HOLMES. The Philosophy of Handwriting. 

Pencil and Palette. By R. KEMPT. By Stream and Sea. By WILLIAM SENIOR. 
Little Essays: from LAMB’S LETTERS. Leaves from a Naturalist’s Note-Book. Ly Dr. 
Forensic Anecdotes. By JACOB LARWOOD. ANDREW WILSON, 

The Golden Library. Post 8vo, cloth limp, 2s. per Volume. 
Diversions of the Echo Club. BAYARD TAYLOR. The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. By ~ 
Songs for Sailors. By W. C. BENNETT. OLIVER WENDELL HOLMES. ; 
Lives of the Necromancers. By W. GODWIN. La Mort d’Arthur: Selections from MALLORY, 
The Poetical Works of Alexander Pope. Provincial Letters of Blaise Pascal. 

. Scenes of Country Life. By EDWARD JESSE. Maxims and Reflections of Rochefoucauld. 
Tale for a Chimney Corner. By LEIGH HUNT. 

The Wanderer’s Library. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 
Wanderings in Patagonia. By JULIUS BEER- Tunis. By Chev. HESSE-WARTEGG. 22 Illusts. 
BOHM. Illustrated. Life and Adventures of a Cheap Jack. 

Merrie England inthe Olden Time. By G. DANIEL. World Behind the Scenes. By P. FITZGERALD. 
Illustrated by ROBERT CRUIKSHANK. Tavern Anecdotes and Sayings. 

Circus Life. By THOMAS FROST. The Genial Showman. By E. P. HINGSTON. 
Lives of the Conjurers. By THOMAS FROST. Story of London Parks. By JACOB LARWOOD, 
The Old Showmen and the Old London Fairs. By London Characters. By HENRY MAYHEW. 
THOMAS FROST. Seven Generations of Executioners. 

Low-Life Deeps. By JAMES GREENWOOD. Summer Cruising in the South Seas, By C, 
The Wilds of London, By JAMES GREENWOOD, WARREN STODDARD. | Illustrated, 
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Handy Novels. 
The Old Maid’s Sweetheart. By A. ST. AUBYN. 
Modest Little Sara. By ALAN ST. AUBYN. 
Seven Sleepers of Ephesus. M. E. COLERIDGE. 
Taken from the Enemy. By H. NEWEOLT. 

My Library. 

By W. S. LANDOR. 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 1s. 6d. each. 
A Lost Soul. By W. L. ALDEN. 
Dr. Palliser’s Patient. By GRANT ALLEN. 
Monte Carlo Stories. By JOAN BARRETT. 

Printed on laid paper, post 8vo, half-Roxburghe, 2s. 6d. each. 
Citation and Examination of William Shakspeare. 

The Journal of Maurice de Guerin. 

Christie Johnstone. By CHARLES READE. 
Peg Woffington. By CHARLES READE. 
The Dramatic Essays of Charles Lamb. 

The Pocket Library. Post 8vo, printed on laid paper and hf.-bd., 2s. each. 
The Essays of Elia. By CHARLES LAMB. 
Robinson Crusoe. Illustrated by G. CRUIKSHANK,. 
Whims and Oddities. 
The Barber’s Chair, 

By THOMAS Hoop. 
By DOUGLAS JERROLD, 

Gastronomy. By BRILLAT-SAVARIN. 
The Epicurean, &c. By THOMAS MOORE. 
Leigh Hunt’s Essays. Edited by E. OLLIER. 

White’s Natural History of Selborne. 
Gulliver’s Travels, &c. By Dean SWIFT. 
Plays by RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN. 
Anecdotes of the Clergy. By JACOB LARWOOD. 
Thomson's Seasons. Illustrated. 
Autocrat of the Breakfast-Table and The Professor 
at the Breakfast-Table. By O. W. HOLMES. 

By F. M. 
Green as Grass. 

THE PICCADILLY NOVELS. 
LisrARY EDITIONS OF NovELS, many Illustrated, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 3s. 6d. each. 

ALLEN. 

By GRANT ALLEN. 
Philistia. 
Strange Stories. 
Babylon. 

’ For Maimie’s Sake, 
In all Shades. 

_The Beckoning Hand. 
The Devil’s Die. 
This Mortal Coil. 
The Tents of Shem. 

The Great Taboo. 
Dumaresq’s Daughter. 
Duchess of Powysiland. 
Blood Royal. 
Ivan Greet’s Master- 

piece. 
The Scallywag. 
At Market Value. 
Under Sealed Orders. 

By MARY ANDERSON. 
Othello’s Occupation. 

Phra the Phenician. 
ae aN L. ARNOLD. 

The Constable of St. Nicholas. 

By Rev. S. CS EA oe 
ive Red Spider. 

In a Steamer Chair. 
By ROBERT BARR. 

| From Whose Bourne, 

By FRANK BARRETT. 
The Woman of the Iron Bracelets. 

By ‘BELLE.’ 
Vashti and Esther. 

By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE. 
Ready-MoneyMortiboy., By Celia’s Arbour. 
My Little Girl. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
The Golden Butterfly. 
The Monks of Thelema. 

Chaplain of the Fleet. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft. 
In Trafalgar's Bay. 
The Ten Years’ Tenant. 

By Sir WALTER BESANT. 
All Sorts and Condi-, For Faith and Freedom. 

tions of Men. 
The Captains’ Room. 
Allin a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 
Uncle Jack. 
The World Went Very 
Well Then. 

Children of Gibeon. 
Herr Paulus. 

By ROBERT 
Shadow of the Sword. 
A Child of Nature. 
God and the Man. 
Martyrdom of Madeline 
Love Me for Ever. 
Annan Water. 
Foxglove Manor. 

To Call Her Mine. 
The Bell of St. Paul’s. 
The Holy Rose. 
Armorel of Lyonesse. 
5S. Katherine’s by Tower 
Verbena Camellia Ste- 

phanotis. 
The Ivory Gate. 
The Rebel Queen. 

BUCHANAN. 
The New Abelard. 
Matt. | Rachel Dene, 
Master of the Mine. 
The Heir of Linne. 
Woman and the Man. 
Red and White Heather. 

ROB. BUCHANAN & HY. MURRAY. 
The Charlatan. 

By J. MITCHELL CHAPPLE. 
The Minor Chord, 

By HALL CAINE. 
The Shadow of a Crime. | The Deemster. 
A Son of Hagar. | 

By MACLAREN COBBAN. 
The Red Sultan. | The Burden of Isabel. 

By MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS. 
Transmigration. From Midnight to Mid- 
Biacksmith & Scholar. night. 
The Village Comedy. ; you Play me False. 

By WILKIE COLLINS. 
Armadale. The Frozen Deep. 
After Dark. The Two Destinies. 
No Name. ae The Law and the Lady, 
Antonina j The Haunted Hotel. 
Basil The Fallen Leaves. 

Jezebel’s Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science. 
‘I Say No.’ 
Little Novels. 
The Evil Genius. 
The Legacy of Cain. 
A Rogue’s Life. 
Blind Love. 

The Dead Secret, 
Queen of Hearts. 
My Miscellanies. 
The Woman in White. 
The Moonstone. 
Man and Wife. 
Poor Miss Finch, 
Miss or Mrs. ? 
The New Magdalen. 

By DUTTON COOK. 
Paul Foster’s Daughter. 

By E. H. COOPER. 
Geoffory Hamilton. 

By V. CECIL COTES. 
Two Girls on a Barge. 

By C. EGBERT CRADDOCK, 
His Vanished Star. : 

By H. N. CRELLIN. 
Romances of the Old Seraglio. 

By MATT CRIM. 
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 

By S. R. CROCKETT and others, 
Tales of Our Coast. 

By B. M. CROKER. 
Diana Barrington. ‘ToLet.’ . 
Proper Pride. Mr. Jervis. 
A Family Likeness. Village Tales & Jungle 
Pretty Miss Neville. Tragedies. 
A Bird of Passage. The Real Lady Hilda. 

By WILLIAM CYPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

By ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The Evangelist ; or, Port Salvation. 

By H. COLEMAN DAVIDSON. 
Mr. Sadler’s Daughters. 

By ERASMUS DAWSON. 
The Fountain of Youth. 

By JAMES DE MILLE. 
A Castle in Spain. 
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By. J. LEITH DERWENT. 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe’s Lovers. 

By DICK DONOVAN. 
Tracked to Doom. | Man from Manchester. 

By A. CONAN DOYLE. 
The Firm of Girdlestone. 

By S. JEANNETTE DUNCAN. 
A Daughter of To-day. | Vernon's Aunt. 

By G. MANVILLE FENN. 
The New Mistress. The Tiger Lily. 
Witness to the Deed. The White Virgin. 

By PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Fatal Zero. 

By R..E. FRANCILLON. 
One by One. King or Knave ? 
A Dog and his Shadow. | Ropes of Sand. 
A Real Queen. Jack Doyle’s Daughter. 

Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE. 
Pandurang Hari. 

BY EDWARD GARRETT. 
The Capel Girls. 

By PAUL GAULOT. 
The Red Shirts. 

By CHARLES GIBBON. 
Robin Gray. The Golden Shaft. 
Loving a Dream. | 

By E. GLANVILLE. 
The Lost Heiress. | The Fossicker, 
A Fair Colonist. 

By E. J. GOODMAN. 
The Fate of Herbert Wayne. 

By CECIL GRIFFITH. 
Corinthia Marazion. 

By SYDNEY GRUNDY. 
The Days of his Vanity. 

By THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Greenwood Tree. 

By BRET HARTE. 
A Waif of the Plains. Susy. 
A Ward of the Golden} Sally Dows. 

A Protegée of Jack 
Hamlin’s. 

Springs. Bell-Ringer of Angel's. 
Col. Starbottle’s Client. | Clarence. 

By JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 

Gate. 
A Sappho of Green 

Garth. | Beatrix Randolph. 
Ellice Quentin. David Poindexter’s Dis- 
Sebastian Strome. appearance. 
Dust. The Spectre of the 
Fortune’s Fool. Camera. 

By Sir A. HELPS. 
Ivan de Biron. 

By I. HENDERSON. 
Agatha Page. 

By G. A. HENTY. 
Rujub the Juggler. | Dorothy’s Double. 

“By JOHN HILL. 
The Common Ancestor. 

By Mrs. HUNGERFORD. 
Lady Verner’s Flight. | The Red-House Mystery. 
The Three Graces. 

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 
The Leaden Casket. Self-Condemned. 
That Other Person. Mrs. Juliet. 

By C. J. CUTCLIFFE HYNE. 
Honour of Thieves. 

By R. ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. 
‘The Wearing of the Green.’ 
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By EDMOND LEPELLETIER. 
Madame Sans-Géne. 

By HARRY LINDSAY. 
Rhoda Roberts. 

By E. LYNN LINTON. 
Patricia Kemball. 
Under which Lord? 
‘My Love!’ 
Ione. 
Paston Carew. 

Sowing the Wind. 
The Atonement ofLeam 
Dundas. 

The World Well Lost, 
The One Too Many. 

By H. W. LUCY. 
Gideon Fleyce. 

By JUSTIN McCARTHY. 
A Fair Saxon. 
Linley Rochford. 
Dear Lady Disdain. 
Camiola. 
Waterdale Neighbours. 
My Enemy’s Daughter. 

Miss Misanthrope, 
Donna Quixote. 
Red Diamonds. 
Maid of Athens. 
The Dictator. 
The Comet of a Season, 

By JUSTIN H. MCCARTHY. 
A London Legend. 

By GEORGE MACDONALD. 
Heather and Snow. | Phantastes. 

By L. T. MEADE. 
A Soldier of Fortune. | In an Iron Grip. 

By BERTRAM MITFORD. 
The Gun-Runner. 
The Luck of Gerard 

Ridgeley. 

The King’s Assegai. 
Renshaw Fanning's 
Quest. 

By J. E.. MUDDOCK. 
Maid Marian and Robin Hood. 
Basile the Jester. 

By D. CHRISTIE MURRAY. 
A Life’s Atonement. 
Joseph's Coat. 
Coals of Fire. 
Old Blazer's Hero. 
Val Strange. | Hearts. 
A Model Father. 
By the Gate of the Sea. 
A Bit of Human Nature. 

By MURRAY 
The Bishops’ Bible. 
One Traveller Returns. 

First Person Singular, 
Cynic Fortune. 
The Way of the World. 
BobMartin’s Little Girl, 
Time’s Revenges. 
A Wasted Crime. 
In Direst Peril. 
Mount Despair. 

and HERMAN. 
Paul Jones's Alias, 

By HUME NISBET. 
‘Bail Up !’ 

By W. E. NORRIS. 
Saint Ann's. | Billy Bellew, : 

By G. OHNET. 
A Weird Gift. 

By OUIDA. 
Held in Bondage. Iwo Little Wooden 
Strathmore. Shoes. 
Chandos. In a Winter City, 
Under Two Flags. Friendship. 
Idalia. Moths. 
Cecil Castlemaine’s Ruffino. 

Gage. Pipistrello. 
Tricotrin. A Village Commune. 
Puck. Bimbi. 
Folle Farine. 
A Dog of Flanders. 
Pascarel. 
Signa. 
Princess Napraxine. 
Ariadne. 

Wanda. 
Frescoes. | Othmar, 
In Maremma. 
Syrhln. | Guilderoy,. 
Santa Barbara. 
Two Offenders. 

By MARGARET A. PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

By JAMES PAYN. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. 
Less Black than We're 

Painted. 
A Confidential Agent. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
In Periland Privation. 
The Mystery of Mir- 
By Proxy. (bridge. 
The Canon’s Ward. 
Walter's Word. 

High Spirits. 
Under One Roof. 
Glow-worm Tales. 
The Talk of the Town. 
Holiday Tasks. 
For Cash Only. 
The Burnt Million. 
The Word and the WilL 
Sunny Stories. 
A Trying Patient, 
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By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. 
Outlaw and Lawmaker, | are Chard. 

Valentina, | 
The 5a ae 

By BE. C. PRIC 
Mrs. ES s Rival. 

y RICHARD PRYCE. 
Miss ee s Affections. 

y CHARLES READE. 
It a Never ‘too Late to 

The Double Marriage. 
Love Me Little, Love 
Me Long 

The Cloister and the 
Hearth. 

The a of True 
Lov 

The “Autobio aphy of a Thiet graphy 

Put ¥ Yourself in His 

A Terrible Temptation. 

Singleheart andDouble- 
face. 

Good Stories of Men 
and other Animals. 

Hard Cash. 
Peg Woffington. 
Christie Johnstone, 
Grifith Gaunt. 
Foul Play. 
The Wandering Heir. 
A Woman-Hater. 
A Simpleton. 
A Perilous Secret. 
Readiana. 

By HAWLEY SMART. 
Without Tove or Licence. 

By T. W. SPEIGHT. 
A Secret of the Sea. | The Grey Monk. 

By ALAN ST. AUBYN. 
A Fellow of Prrinity, In Face of the World. 
The Junior Dean. Orchard Damerel 
Master of St.Benedict’s. | The Tremlett.Diamonds. 
To his rae Master. 

y R. A. STERNDALE. 
The Agee Knife. 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 
Proud Maisie. | The Violin-Player. 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
The Way we Live Now. | Scarborough’s Family. 
Frau Frohmann. | The Land-Leaguers. 

By FRANCES E. TROLLOPE. 
Like Ships upon the | Anne Furness. 

Sea. Mabel’s Progress. 

By IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

By MARK TWAIN. The Jilt 

By Mrs. J. H. RIDDELL. 
Weird Bi cle 

y AMELIE RIVES. 

The American iain tl 
The£1,000,000Bank-note. 
Tom Sawyer Abroad. 

Pudd’nhead Wilson. 
Tom Sawyer,Detective. 

Barbara Dering, 
W. ROBINSON. 

The Hands of Justice. 
y DORA RUSSELL. 

A Country ye | The Drift of Fate. 
B CLARK RUSSELL. 

Ocean Tragedy. 
My Shipmate sia 
Alone on Wide Wide Sea 
The Phantom Death. 

Is He the Man ? 
The Good Ship ‘Mo- 
hock.’ 

The Convict Ship. 
OHN SAUNDE 

Guy Waterman. 
Bound to the Wheel. 

The Two Dreamers. 
The Lion in the Path, 

By C. C. FRASER=TYTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 

By SARAH TYTLER. 
Lady Bell. The Blackhall Ghosts, 
Buried Diamonds, The Macdonald Lass. 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 
The Queen against Owen. 
The Prince of Balkistan. ; 

By E. A. VIZETELLY. 
The Scorpion: A Romance of Spain. 

By J. S. WINTER. 
A Soldier’s Children. 

By KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
Margaret and Elizabeth | Heart Salvage. 
Gideon's Rock. Sebastian. 
The High Mills. 

By ADELINE SERGEANT. 
Dr. Endivott' s Experiment. 

ARGARET WYNMAN, 
My Flirtations. 

By E. 
The Downfall, 
The Dream. 
Dr. Pascal. 

a oe 
ney. | Lourdes, 

The Fat and the Thin. 
Rome. 

CHEAP EDITIONS OF POPULAR NOVELS. 
Post 8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. each. 

BY FRANK BARRETT. By ARTEMUS WARD. 
Artemus Ward Complete. 

By EDMOND ABOUT. 
The Fellah. 

By HAMILTON AIDE. 
Carr of Carrlyon. | Confidences, 

By MARY ALBERT. 
Brooke Finchley’s Daughter. 

By Mrs. ALEXANDER. 
Maid, Wife or Widow? | Valerie’s Fate. 

By GRANT ALLEN. 
Philistia. | The Great Taboo. 
Strange Stories. Dumaresq’s Daughter. 
Babvion. | Duchess of Powysland. 
For Maimie’s Sake. | Blood Royal. 
In all Shades. fvan Greet’s Master- 
The Beckoning Hand. | piece. 
The Devil's Die. The Scallywag. 
The Tentsof Shem. _| This Morial Coil. 

E. LESTER ARNOLD. 
heenician. 

y Rey. S. BARING-GOULD. 
Red Enlace { Eve. 

B 
' Phra the 

Fettered for Life. 
Little Lady Linton. 
Between Life & Death. 
The Sin of Olga Zassou- 

lich. t 
Folly Morrison. 
Lieut. Barnabas. 

Honest Davie. 
A Prodigal’s Progress. 
Found Guilt y 
A Recoiling Vengeance. 
For Love and Honour. 
John Ford; and His 
Helpmate. 

By SHELSLEY BEAUCHAMP. 
Grantley Grange. 

By Sir W. BESANT and J. RICE. 
Ready-Money Mortiboy 
My Little Girl. 
With Harp and Crown. 
This Son of Vulcan. 
The Golden Butterfly. | 
The Monks or Thelema. 

By Celia’s Arbour. 
Chaplain of the Fleet. 
The Seamy Side. 
The Case of Mr. Lucraft, 
In Trafalgar’s Bay. 
The Ten Years’ Tenant. 

By Sir WALTER BESANT. 
All sorte and .Condi-j 

tions of Men. | 7 
The Captains’ Room. 
All in a Garden Fair. 
Dorothy Forster. 
Uncle Jack. 
The HE Went Very 
Well T 

childven « of Gibeon. 
Herr Paulus. 

For Faith and Freedom. 
To Call Her Mine. 
The Bell of St. Paul’s. 
The Holy Rose. 
Armorel of Lyonesse. 
5S.Katherine’s by Tower, 
Verbena Camellia Ste- 
phanotis. 

The Ivory Gate. 
The Rebel Queen, 
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Two-SHILLING NoveLs—continued. 

By AMBROSE BIERCE. 
In ‘the Midst of Life. 

By FREDERICK BOYLE. 
Camp Notes. Chronicles of No-man’s 
Bavage Life. Land. 

BY BRET HARTE. 
Californian Stories. Flip. | Maruja. 
Gabriel Conroy. A Phyllis of the Sierras. 
cee ee of Roaring * Waif of the Plains. 

A Ward of the Golden 
An Helveks of Red Dog. Gate. 

By HAROLD BRYDGES. 
Uncle Sam at Home. 

By ROBERT BUCHANAN. 
Shadow 4 the Sword. | The Martyrdom of Ma- 
A Child of Nature. deline. 
God and the Man. Annan Water. 
Love Me for Ever. The New Abelard. 
Foxglove Manor. Matt. 
The Master of the Mine. | The Heir of Linne, 

By HALL CAINE. 
The Shadow ae aCrime.| The Deemster. 
A Son of Hagar. 

By Commander CAMERON. 
The Cruise of the ‘Black Prince.’ 

By Mrs. LOVETT CAMERON. 
Deceivers Ever. | Juliet’s Guardian. 

By HAYDEN CARRUTH. 
The ines tines of Jones. 

y AUSTIN CLARE. 
For the rine of a Lass. 

By Mrs. ARCHER CLIVE. 
Paul Ferroll. 
Why Paul Ferroll Killed his Wife. 

By a COBBAN. 
The gare: of Souls. The Red Sultan. 

By C. ALLSTON COLLINS. 
The Bar Sinister. - 
By MORT. & FRANCES COLLINS. 

cucet Anne Page. | Sweet and Twenty. 
Transmigration. ! The Village Comedy. 
ipa Midnight ‘to Mid-! You Play me False. 

ight. Blacksmith and Scholar 
A Fight By Fortune. | Frances. 

WILKIE COLLINS. 
Oa { My Miscellanies. 
After Dark. The Woman in White. 
No Name. The Moonstone. 
Antonina. Man and Wife. 
Basil. Poor Miss Finch. 
Hide and Seek. 
The Dead Secret. 
Queen of Hearts. 
Miss or Mrs. ? 
The New Magdalen, 
The Frozen Deep. 
The Law and the Lady. 
The Two Destinies. Legacy of Cain. 
The Haunted Hotel. Blind Love. 
A Rogue's Life. 

By M. J. COLQUHOUN. 
, Every Inch a Soldier. 

By DUTTON COOK. 
| Paul Foster’s Daughter, 

EGBERT CRADDOCK. 
The Pe of the Great Smoky Mountains. 

y MATT CRIM. 
The Adventures of a Fair Rebel. 

The Fallen Leaves, 
Jezebel’s Daughter. 
The Black Robe. 
Heart and Science. 
‘I Say No!’ 
The Evil Genius. 
Little Novels. 

ee 

By B. M. CROKER. 
Pretty Miss Neville. A Bird of Passage. 
Diana Barrington. Proper Pride. 
‘To Let,’ A Family Likeness. 

By W. CYPLES. 
Hearts of Gold. 

ALPHONSE DAUDET. 
The ae EE or, Port Salvation. 

Sled DAWSON. 
The ee a of Youth 
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JAMES DE MILLE. By 
A Castle 4 Meso 

. LEITH DERWENT. By J 
Our Lady of Tears. | Circe’s Lovers. 

By CHARLES DICKENS. 
Sketches by Boz. 
Oliver Twist. 

Nicholas Nickleby. 

By DICK DONOVAN. 
The Man- Hunter. 
Tracked and Taken. 
Caught at Last! 
Wanted! 
Who Poisoned Hetty 
Duncan ? 

Man from Manchester. 
A Detective’s Triumphs 
In the Grip of the Law. 

From Information Re 
ceived. 

Tracked to Doom. 
Link by Link 
Suspicion Aroused, 
Dark Deeds. 
The Long Arm of the 
Law. 

By Mrs. ANNIE EDWARDES. 
A Point of Honour. 

By M. 
Felicia. 

Rox 
By G. 

The New Mistress. | 

| Archie Lovell. 

Bee eee 

By EDWARD ' EGGLESTON. 
xy. 

MANVILLE FENN. 
Witness to the Deed. 

By PERCY FITZGERALD. 
Bella Donny: 
Never Forgotten. 
Polly. 
Fatal Zero. 

Second Mrs. Tillotson. 
Seventy - five Brooke 

Street. 
The Lady of Brantome. 

By P. FITZGERALD and others. 
Strange Secrets. 

By ALBANY DE FONBLANQUE. 
Filthy pee 

By R. E. FRANCILLON. 
Olympia. 
One by One. 
A Real Queen. 
Queen ne a 

' King or Knave ? 
Romances of the Law. 
Ropes of Sand. 
A Dog and his Shadow. 

y HAROLD FREDERIC. 
Seth's ees s Wife, | The Lawton Girl. 

Prefaced by Sir BARTLE FRERE. 
Pandurang Hari. 

= HAIN FRISWELL. 

EDWARD GARRETT. 
One of By 

The pant Girls. 

y GILBERT GAUL. 
A eines 2 Mannacein t. 

CHARLES GIBBON. 

Fancy Free. 
For Lack of Gold. 
What et the World 

Say 
In Love and War. 
For the King. 
In Pastures Green. | 

Robin Meo | 

Queen of the Meadow. 
A Heart’s Problem. 
The Dead Heart. 

In Honour Bound. 
Flower of the Forest, 
The Braes of Yarrow, 
The Golden Shaft, 
Of High Degree. 
By Mead and Stream, 
Loving a‘ Dream, 
A Hard Knot. 
Heart's Delight. 
Blood-Money. 

By WILLIAM GILBERT. 
Dr. Ped 8 Guests. 
James Duke. 

aon Raia of the 

By ERNEST GLANVILLE. 
The Tae Heiress. 
A Fair eo es 

The Fossicker. 

y HENRY GREVILLE. 
A pote Woman, 

y CECIL GRIFFITH, 
Guanine Ht astray 

SYDNEY GRUNDY. By 
The Days a his Vanity. 

y JOHN HABBERTON. 
Brueton’s s Bayon | Country Luck. 

ANDREW HALLIDAY. 
Eveloaay Papers. 

By Lady DUFFUS HARDY. 
Paul Wynter’s Sacrifice, 
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Two-SHILLING NovELsS—continued, 

By THOMAS HARDY. 
Under the Preemand Tree, 

By J. BERWICK HARWOOD. 
The Tenth Earl. 

Aig JULIAN HAWTHORNE. 
Gart: Beatrix Randolph. 
ene “Quentin. Love—or a Name. 
Fortune's Fool, David Poindexter’s Dis- 
Miss Cadogna. appearance. 
Sebastian Strome. The Spectre of the 
Dust. Camera. 

By Sir ARTHUR HELPS. 
Ivan de cua 

y HENRY HERMAN. 
A candle: ae 

y HEADON HILL. 
Zambra ae Datachiva, 

y JOHN HILL. . 
Treason Felony. 

By Mrs. CASHEL HOEY. 
The mee s Creed. 

By Mrs. GEORGE HOOPER. 
The House of Raby. 

By TIGHE HOPKINS. 
Twixt Love and Duty. 

By Mrs. HUNGERFORD. 
A Maiden all Forlorn. | A Mental Struggle. 
In Durance Vile. A Modern Circe. 
Marvel. Lady Verner’s Flight. 

By Mrs. ALFRED HUNT. 
Thornicroft’s Model. Self-Condemned. 
That Other Person. The Leaden Casket. 

By JEAN INGELOW. 
Fated to be Free. 

WM. JAMESON. 

HARRIETT JAY. 
The Dark . leen. | Queen of Connaught. 

By MARK KERSHAW. 
Colonial Facts and Fictions. 

By R. ASHE KING. 
A Drawn Game. Passion’s Slave, 
* The Wearing of the | Bel Barry. 

Green.’ 

By JOHN LEYS. 
The Lindsays. 

By E. LYNN LINTON. 

By 
My Dead sel, 

Patricia Kenball. The Atonement of Leam 
The World Well Lost, Dundas. 
Under which Lord? With a Silken Thread. 
Paston Carew. he Rebel of the 
“My Love!' mily. 
Ione, grote the Wind. 

By HENRY W. LUCY. 
Gideon Flepee. 

By JUSTIN McCARTHY. 
Dear Lady Disdain. Camiola. 
Waterdale Neighbours. | Donna Quixote. 
My Enemy’s Daughter. | Maid of Athens. 
A Fair Saxon. The Comet of a Season. 
Linley Rochford. The Dictator. 
Miss Misanthrope. Red Diamonds. 

By HUGH MACCOLL. 
Mr. Stranger’s Sealed Packet. 

AGNES MACDONELL. 
Quaker Cousins. 

By KATHARINE S. ,MACQUOID. 
The Evil Eye. | Lost Rose. 

W. B H. MALLOCK. 
A Romance of the Nine- | The New Republic. 

teenth Century. 
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By FLORENCE MARRYAT. 
Open ! Sesame ! A Harvest of Wild Oats. 
Fighting the Air. Written in Fire. 

By J. MASTERMAN. 
Half-a-dozen Daughters. 

By BRANDER MATTHEWS. 
A Secret of the Sea. 

By LEONARD MERRICK. 
The Man who was Good. 

By JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
Touch and Go. | Mr. Dorillion. 

By Mrs. MOLESWORTH. 
Hattieresuce Rectory. 

By J. E. MUDDOCK. 
Stories weird and Won- From the Bosom of the 

derful. Deep. 
The Dead Man’s Secret. 

By D. CHRIS TIE MURRAY. 
A Model Father, A Life's Atonement. 
Joseph’s Coat, By the Gate of the Sea. 
Coals of Fire, A Bit of Human Nature. 
Val Strange. First Person Singular. 
Old Blazer's Hero. Bob Martin’s Little 
Hearts. Girl. 
The Way of the World| Time’s Revenges. 
Cynic Fortune. A Wasted Crime. 

By MURRAY and HERMAN. 
One ree saallce Returns. | The Bishops’ Bible, 
Paul Jones’s Alias. 

By HENRY MURRAY. 
A Game of Bluff. | A Song of Sixpence. 

By HUME NISBET. 
‘ Bail Up!’ | Dr.Bernard St. Vincent. 

By ALICE O’HANLON. 
The tiarseecaen. | Chance? or Fate? 

By GEORGES OHNET. 
Dr. Rameau. | A Weird Gift. 
A Last Love. 

By Mrs. OLIPHANT. 
Whiteladies. | The Granien Heiress in- 
The Primrose Path. England. 

By Mrs. ROBERT O’ REILLY. 
Pheebe’s Fortunes. 

By OUIDA. 
Held in Bondage, Two Little Wooden 
Strathmore, oes, 
Chandos, Moths. 
Idalia. Bimbi. 
Under Two Flags Pipistrello. 
Cecil Cag nlamadne’ sGage| A Village Commune. 
Tricotrin. Wanda. 
Puck. Othmar. 
Folle Farine. Frescoes, 
A Dog of Flanders, In Maremma, 
Pascarel, Guilderoy, 
Signa. Ruffino. 
Princess Napraxine, Syrlin. 
In a Winter City. Senta Barbara. 
Ariadne. Quida’s Wisdom, Wit, 
Friendship. and Pathos. 

By MARGARET AGNES PAUL. 
Gentle and Simple. 

By C. L. PIRKIS. 
Lady ayo 

y EDGAR A. POE. 
The ne eee of Marie Roget. 

By Mrs. CAMPBELL PRAED. 
The Romance of a Station. 
The Soul of Countess Adrian, 
Outlaw and Lawmaker. 

ae By E. C C. PRICE. 
alentina. rs. Lancaster's Ri 

The Foreigners. Gerald. aie 

By RICHARD P 6 shag 
Miss Maxwell bhaidita! RYSE 
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Two-SHILLING NovELs—continued, 
By JAMES PAYN. 

Bentinck’s Tutor. 
Murphy’s Master. 
A County Family. 
At Her Mercy. 
Cecil's Tryst. 
The Clyffards of Clyffe. 
The Foster Brothers. 
Found Dead. 
The Best of Husbands. 
Walter's Word. 
Halves. 
Fallen Fortunes. 
Humorous Stories, 
£200 Reward. 
A Marine Residence. 
Mirk Abbey. 
By Proxy. 
Under One Roof, 
High Spirits. 
Carlyon’s Year. 
From Exile. 
For Cash Only. 
Kit 
The Canon’s Ward. 

The Talk of the Town. 
Holiday Tasks. 
A Perfect Treasure. 
What He Cost Her. 
A Confidential Agent. 
Glow-worm Tales. 
The Burnt Million. 
Sunny Stories. 
Lost Sir Massingberd. 
A Woman’s Vengeance. 
The Family Scapegrace. 
Gwendoline’s Harvest. 
Like Father, Like Son. 
Married Beneath Him. 
Not Wooed, but Won. 
Less Black than We're 

Painted. 
Some Private Views. 
A Grape from a Thorn. 
The Mystery of Mir- 

bridge. 
The Word and the Will. 
A Prince of the Blood. 
A Trying Patient. 

By CHARLES READE. 
It is Never Too Late to 
Mend. 

Christie Johnstone. 
The Double Marriage. 
Put Yourself in His 

Place 
Love Me Little, Love 
Me Long. 

The Cloister and the 
Hearth. , 

The Course of True 
Love. 

The Autobiography 16! he Autobiograp o 
a Thief. mt : 

A TerribleTemptation. 
Foul Play. 
The Wandering Heir. 
Hard Cash. 
Singleheart and Double- 

face. 
Good Stories of Men and 
other Animals. 

Peg Woffington. 
Griffith Gaunt. 
A Perilous Secret. 
A Simpleton. 
Readiana. 
A Woman-Hater. 

Weird Stories. 
Fairy Water. 
Her Mother’s Darling. 

The Uninhabited House. 
The Mystery in Palace. 

Gardens. 
‘he Prince of Wales’s| The Nun’s Curse. 
Garden Party. Idle Tales. 

By AMELIE RIVES. 
Barbara Dering. 

By F. W. ROBINSON. 
Women are Strange. | The Hands of Justice. 

By JAMES RUNCIMAN. 
Skippers and Shellbacks. 
Grace Balmaign’s Sweetheart. 
Schools and Scholars. 

By W. CLARK RUSSELL. 
Round the Galley Fire. 
On the Fo’k’sle Head. 
In the Middle Watch. 
A Voyage to the Cape. 
A Book for the Ham- 
mock. 

The Mystery of the 
‘Ocean Star.’ 

The Romance of Jenny 
Harlowe. 

An Ocean kel ae 
My Shipmate Louise. 
Alone on a Wide Wide 

Sea. 

By GEORGE AUGUSTUS SALA. 
Gaslight and Daylight. 

By JOHN SAUNDERS. 
Guy Waterman. 
‘The Two Dreamers. 

| The Lion in the Path. 

By KATHARINE SAUNDERS. 
Joan Merryweather. 
The High Mills, 
Heart Salvage. 

Sebastian. 
Margaret and Eliza- 

beth. 

By GEORGE R. SIMS. 
Rogues and Vagabonds. 
he Ring o’ Bells. 
Mary Jane’s Memoirs. 
Mary Jane Married. 
Talos of To-day. 
Dramas of Life. 

Tinkletop’s Crime. 
Zeph. 
My Two Wives. 
Memoirs of a Landlady. 
Scenes from the Show. 
Ten Commandments. 

By ARTHUR SKETCHLEY. 
A Match in the Dark. 

By HAWLEY SMART. 
Without Love or Licence. / 

By T. W. SPEIGHT. 
The Mysteries of Heron | Back to Life. ¢ 
Dyke. The LoudwaterTragedy 

The Golden Hoop, Burgo’s Romance. 
Hoodwinked. Quittance in Full. 
By Devious Ways. 

By ALAN ST. AUBYN. 
A Fellow of Trinity. Master of St.Benedict’s 
The Junior Dean. To His Own Master. 

By R. A. STERNDALE. 
The Afghan Knife. 

By R. LOUIS STEVENSON. 
New Arabian Nights. | Prince Otto. 

By BERTHA THOMAS. 
Cressida. The Violin-Player. 
Proud Maisie. 

By WALTER THORNBURY. 
Tales for the Marines. | Old Stories Retold. 

By T. ADOLPHUS TROLLOPE. 
Diamond Cut Diamond. x 

By F. ELEANOR TROLLOPE. 
Like Ships upon the | Anne Furness. 

Sea. Mabel’s Progress. 

By ANTHONY TROLLOPE. 
Frau Frohmann. The American Senator, 
Marion Fay. Mr. Scarborough’s 
Kept in the Dark. Family. 
John Caldigate. The Golden Lion of 
The Way We Live Now. Granpere. 
The Land-Leaguers, 

By J. T. TROWBRIDGE. 
Farnell’s Folly. 

By IVAN TURGENIEFF, &c. 
Stories from Foreign Novelists. 

By MARK TWAIN. 
A Pleasure Trip on the| Life on,.the Mississippi. 

Continent. The Prince and the 
The Gilded Age. Pauper. 
Huckleberry Finn. A Yankee at the Court 
MarkTwain’s Sketches, of King Arthur. 
Tom Sawyer. 
A Tramp Abroad. 
Stolen White Elephant. 

__ By_C. C. FRASER-TYTLER. 
Mistress Judith. 

By SARAH TYTLER. 
The Bride’s Pass. The Huguenot Family. 
Buried Diamonds, The Blackhall Ghosts. 
St. Mungo’s City. What SheCameThrough 

The £1,000,000 Bank- 
Note. 

Lady Bell. Beauty and the Beast. 
Noblesse Oblige. Citoyenne Jaqueline. 
Disappeared, 

By ALLEN UPWARD. 
The Queen against Owen. 

By AARON WATSON and LILLIAS 
WASSERMANN. 

The Marquis of Carabas. ; 

By WILLIAM WESTALL. . 
Trust-Money. 

By Mrs. F. H. WILLIAMSON. 
A Child Widow. 

By J. S. WINTER. 
Cavalry Life. | Regimental Legends. 

By H. F. WOOD. 
The Passenger from Scotland Yard. 
The Englishman of the Rue Cain. 

By Lady WOOD. 
Sabina. d if 
By CELIA PARKER WOOLLEY. 

Rachel Armstrong ; or, Love and Theology. : 

By EDMUND YATES. 
The Forlorn Hope. Castaway. 
Land at Last. 
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